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CHAPTER I. 

Ip we have no previous regard for those to 
whom we' have rendered any essential service, 
our desire to stand justified in our own eyes for 
the benefit we have conferred, seldom fails to 
attach us to .them afterwards. Self-love gives 
an unconscious bias to the affections ; we are 
anxious that the judgment should ratify what 
the heart had suggested, and even where the 
obligation originated in a momentary impulse, 
and was bestowed upon an utter stranger, an 
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involuntary predilection disposes us to believe 

that he was singularly worthy of our good 

offices. In what proportion these various and 

yet converging feelings were n]||l^led together in 

the niind of Zillah, we shall not stop to in- 
" c '' 

qiiwe i but as the appearance of the young 
Roman had in the- first instance deeply inte¬ 
rested her, so the recollection of the horrible 
fate from which she had snatched him tended 
to inspire her with a warmer and more pro¬ 
found regard. The tender, respectful, and yet 
impassioned tone in which he had poured 
forth his gratitude, as they were walking home 
together from the theatre, strengthened her pre¬ 
possession in favour of the stranger, whose pro¬ 
mised visit on the following morning was ex¬ 
pected with an anxious beating of the heart, 
which she had never before experienced. 

“ What ponderous, old-fashioned vehicle is 
this, with its four war-horses abreast?” ex¬ 
claimed Gabriel, who was gazing from the 
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window. Zillah looked out, and beheld a 
rumbling, antique, waggbnlike coach, the cum¬ 
brous wheels being a solid circle of timber with 
a tire of brass, decorated with military emblems 
and trophies, which were considerably the 
worse for wear, and driven apparently iy a. 
soldier, for he had the shaggy cap of the light 
infantry, in imitation of a tiger’s head, of which 
the skin hung down over his shoulders. Two 
mounted lancers followed the equipage. Just 
as they approached the Sagan’s door, one of the 
horses proved restive, and while the coachman 
was in vain endeavouring to soothe and quiet 
it, a large, masculine-looking woman jumped 
from the carriage, snatched a lance from one 
of her attendants, seized the refractory animal 
by the bridle, struck him sharply over the head 
with the butt-end of the weapon, and with the 
assistance of a few abusive terms, delivered 
in no very gentle voice, soon reduced him to 
submission. “ Ride home, sirrah!” she ex- 
B 2 
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claimed to one of the servants, tossing him 
back his lance; “ take the General’s Sagum 
and his scarlet mantle to the Prsetorium, and 
tell him I will join him there, as soon as the 
r' ' is .over. Deliver this letter, as you 
.ii-... n, to the Captain of the tenth cohort of 
the Gallic Legion, stationed at the Salarian 
Gate; and bring with you the rod of the 
Centurion whom the General has ordered to be 
degraded :—^away !” The man, who had dis¬ 
mounted to receive these orders, put his foot 
on a small projection of his lance, the only 
stirrup known to the Roman cavalry, vaulted 
on his horse, and rode off. 

“ And you, Davus; do you hear me, sirrah 
she continued, addressing the second attend¬ 
ant : “ go to the wharf opposite the Tibcrine 
Island, and desire them not to emhark any of 
the battering engines belonging to the Celtic 
Legion till I have inspected them; and when 
tlie detachment of our Legion has returned to 
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its barracks, desire the trumpeters and the 
eagle-bearers to come up instantly to the Gene¬ 
ral’s quarters. Tighten your surcingle, sirrah, 
or you will lose your housings. That will do; 
begone ! Coachman, wait till I return.” 

While she had bgen giving her orders, Zillak 
had observed that the bodice of this large, 
coarse-looking, Roman Thalestris, was shaped 
so as to resemble a cuirass, and her head-dress 
arranged in the form of a military casque; 
but her surprise at the strangeness of her 
manner and appearance was converted into as¬ 
tonishment when she entered the house, and 
was announced as a visitant to herself, by the 
name of Marcia Claudia. With a blunt but 
somewhat coarse cordiality she embraced Zillah; 
introduced herself as the aunt of Felix Fabri- 
cius, the youth whose life she had so critically 
saved at the theatre; expressed the greatest 
admiration of the courage and self-possession 
which had snatched him from so disreputable 
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a death; and added, that she called, at the ex¬ 
press request of her nephew, although there 
was a review, from which she hardly ever 
absented herself, to state that his military 
dutiS'compelled his attendance for a few hours 
in th*e Campus Martins, but that the moment 
he was dismissed he would hasten to pay his 
promised visit to his courageous preserver. 
“ Felix is a good soldier,” she continued— 
“ and, indeed, so he ought to be; for my 
husband, the General Sosius, and myself, have 
had the charge of his education since he was 
left an orphan boy; we have brought him up 
in the style of the old Romans, fitted him for 
war and the camp; and young as he is, and 
gentle as are his manners, he has already won 
a mural crown, having been the first to leap 
over the enemy’s rampart in storming a fortress. 
He is, in fact, too prodigal of his own life, too 
sparing of others; willing at any time to sacri¬ 
fice himself if he can save his men; which is 
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perhaps his only fault as an officer. He once 
spared a prostrate Gaul whom he had beaten 
down, and had no sooner turned away, than 
the villain stabbed him in the back—the only 
ignominious wound he has ever received.” 

Zillah declared that she considered it an ho¬ 
nour rather than a disgrace, adding, that hu¬ 
manity and true courage were always found in 
conjunction. 

“ Fudge! Bombax! don’t tell me of huma¬ 
nity towards barbarians ! I should myself feel 
no more compunction at cutting their throats 
than at sticking a knife into a melon. With all 
his faults, however, I love my nephew ; so does 
every body indeed; and though I should be 
soon reconciled to his loss were he to perish in 
battle, to die standing, as a soldier ought to do, 
I should have been truly mortified had he been 
seized by such an ignoble assailant as an ele¬ 
phant, and trampled to pieces in the arena, like 
a vile gladiator.” 
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It rejoices me to think that I was the for¬ 
tunate means of preserving him from such a 
fate.” 

“ Poor Felix ! he hardly deserves his name, 
for tiiougli he has every iTung in the world 
to ‘make him happy, youth, rank, fame, il¬ 
lustrious descent, and a large fortune, which 
we nursed for him during his minority, he is 
ever moping and melancholy when not engaged 
in his military duties; and poring over dull 
books, or staring at statues and paintings. This 
is foolish ; for I am of the same opinion witli 
honest old Cato—I hate the arts, despise phi¬ 
losophy and the Muses, and hold war to be the 
only fitting profession or occupation of the Ho¬ 
mans. My nephew is quite a young stoic, and 
denies himself all the pleasures congenial to his 
age. I could almost wish he were more of an 
Epicurean; for he is so strict in his sobriety, 
and so insensible, apparently, to the influence of 
love, that his waggish companions have given 
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liim Virgil’s nickname, and always call him 
Parthenias. Ha! ha!” 

“ A purity of manners so noble and unusual, 
particularly in a young soldier, must be surely 
a subject of pride rather than of regret.” * 
“Fudge! Bombax! he would be all' the- 
better for a little wildness; it is the want of it 
that makes him so melancholy. My husband 
Sosius was gay enough in his younger>days, hut 
he had a triumph decreed to him before he was 
thirty years of age. Love and war, Venus and 
Mars, generally form a partnership together, at 
least in the heyday of the blood. I am the 
General’s Venus now. Ha ! ha ! I have made 
five campaigns with him already, and am again 
about to accompany him into Syria, for I am of 
a family as warlike as his own. It can boast six 
triumphs, and has supplied thirty consuls, be¬ 
sides other magistrates to the State. Did you 
observe the carriage I came in ? It was built by 
my grandfather, Caius Marius, above sixty years 
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ago, when he triumphed for his defeat of the 
Teutones at Aquae Sextiae. They built differ¬ 
ently in those days; there is good scdid timber 
in it; and it will still outlast a hundred of 
these'gaudy, butterfly, gimcrack vehicles that 
one sees flaunting about the Forum and the Cam¬ 
pus Martius. Two or three of them ran against 
VIS yesterday, as we were going to the theatre, but 
they were smashed and shivered, like painted 
bubbles against a wall, and the General and 
I had a hearty laugh as we lolled in our solid 
old wooden bulwark. By the by, what in- 
duced you to quit the theatre just at the com¬ 
mencement of the sports i”’ 

“ I was so much agitated and alarmed, that 
no earthly consideration could have forced me 
to remain a minute longer,” 

“ Fudge! Bombax! so bold in assaulting 
the elephant, and yet pretend to be such a 
coward! Perhaps, however, you take no inte¬ 
rest in any thing but the gladiators. You’re 
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right, you’re right; ’tis the only sport in which 
a woman of spirit will find any delight. It is 
quite a passion with me. I have ridden a hun¬ 
dred miles before now to be present at one. 
There’s a female club of us here, who always 
sit together in the theatres, and I am their’pre- 
sident, or directress. They call us the Ladies of 
the Thumb; and as I am known to be such a 
good judge of these matters, the whole house 
will surnames look to me for the fate of a 
combatant: but, by Hercules ! they find me a 
stern judge, for the spectators expect blood, 
and, poor fellows! it would be cruel to disap¬ 
point them. There was a gladiator last week— 
to be sure, he had fought well, and was despe¬ 
rately wounded, and had lowered his sword in 
token of submission, but what of that —he had 
the meanness to look up at me, as he lay bleed¬ 
ing on the ground, with an appealing eye, as if 
to ask for his life. I saw what the fellow 
meant, but I have no notion of encouraging 
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such sneaking; so I held up my thumb, his 
throat was cut in a twinkling, a hook was fajl* 
ened to his body, they dragged him out throiJgJi 
the Libitinarian Gate,—and so much for appeal¬ 
ing t(f Marcia Claudia! Ha ! ha!” 

Suiting the action to the word, she . held up 
her great, coarse, masculine thumb; and as 
Zillah reflected that it had been the signal of 
doom and death to many a brave man, she could 
not repress a shudder of disgust, aniTltti excla¬ 
mation of—“ Horrible !” 

“ What do you mean by horrible ? fudge ! 
llombax ! Is it not their business to die 
handsomely for our amusement ? Are there 
not six basket-men kept and paid for sprink¬ 
ling yellow sand where a gladiator has been 
killed ; and would you have them walk up 
and down without any thing to do ?—Well, I 
must go, or I shall be too late to see the sol¬ 
diers dismissed. It is the first time I have been 
absent from a review since I broke my leg. We 
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shall be happy to see you and your friends in 
street Janus, next door to the Temple.” 
Btpeflting her thanks, and otFering her services 
and of the General with a vulgar hearti¬ 
ness, 'Which, however, had every appearance of 
being sincere, she stalked out of the room; 
remounted her ponderous vehicle; flopped her 
heavy weight down in the seat with a swag that 
would have dislocated the bones of an ordinary 
carriagei*&: have thrown it into convulsions, 
but which her old, well-timbered waggon only 
recognized with a sullen creak, and then rum¬ 
bled heavily away. 

The little sketch she had given of her 
nephew’s character, and which had served to 
exalt him, even before she knew him, in Zillah’s 
estimation, was correct, but not complete. His 
uncle, the rough old General Sosius, and his 
aunt Marcia, of whom the reader has just had a 
glimpse, casting his young and pliable faculties 
into the military mould, had taught him from 



14 


ZILLAH; 


his infancy upwards, that the advancement of 
Roman grandeur, and the achievement of maSe- 
tial fame, were the first and noblest otgecttf^of 
human ambition; and long usage had so far en¬ 
grafted a second nature upon him, that en¬ 
tered with alacrity upon the career pointed out 
for his pursuit, and, instigated by the emulation 
of a brave spirit, soon eclipsed all his youthful 
competitors in deeds of arms. Rut these ex¬ 
ploits were the produce of tuition and excite¬ 
ment, not the suggestions of his proper lieart, 
whose unperverted tendencies, little in unison 
with the warlike habits of the world as it 
then existed, would have guided him into no 
other paths than those of peace and gentle¬ 
ness. The bough in which the ring-dove built 
its nest, while men and cattle were protected 
beneath its kindly foliage, when fashioned into 
a lance, pointed with iron, and tilting at men’s 
throats, is not wrested more from its original and 
natural purposes, than was the gentle and the 
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generous Felix, when perverted into a soldier, 
ao^ familiarized with scenes of slaughter. In 
this '^iitiongenial capacity, his innate propensi¬ 
ties still found an occasional vent in those acts 
of t^derness and humanity which his aufit had 
so pointedly condemned, but which neither the 
ridicule, nor the more remorseless example of 
Iiis omrades, could induce him to forego. 
These were the only sweet and gratefill traits, 
the sole redeeming charities that reconciled him 
to a profession, of which he rigidly discharged 
the duties, from a sense of fervent patriot¬ 
ism, as well as from the force of early habit, 
and a profound feeling of what was due to the 
honour of his illustrious family; although, as he 
advanced to manhood and the full power of re¬ 
flection, he felt that it was little in accordance 
with the convictions of his reason, or the secret 
impulses of his heart. 

These impressions constituted one, but not 
the principal source of the melancholy which 
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Marcia had regretted. Tempted as he was by 
the parasites and profligates that 
around a young man of fortune, and suie^ti^e 
by nature of every loving influencejs:Ji!s, brave, 
pure'heart, disdained to be contaminated ’ by 
vulgar sensuality, scorned to wallow in the de¬ 
basement of venal. voluptuousness. It was a 
triumph that ccet him nothing, for when he 
practised virtue he only gratified his own 
desires; but he sometimes found it difficult to 


bear the ridicule of his less scrupulous compa¬ 
nions, and though he remained unseduced by 
their example, their raillery would often tend to 
confirm the depression of his spirits. 

But his sentiments upon the subject of reli- 
gion had exercised the most pointed influence 
in producing that < seriousness, not to say me¬ 
lancholy, by which his character was marked. 
Like most of the reflecting and better educated 
Pagans, he had cast off all belief in the mon¬ 
strous fables of polytheism; but he could not 
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be content, like them, to leave the void unsup- 
plieiil^ grovel on in a blank uninquiring ob- 




^and a total absence of all faith, or to 
reposcM'qp6i> ’ the doctrine of a blind, self-pro¬ 
ducing necessity. “Had I been born to-(Iay, 
with my form and faculties as perfect as they 
now arc,” he once exclaimed to a ydimg Epi¬ 
curean, with whom he was arguing,—“ had I 
found myself suddenly snatched from uncon¬ 
scious ^kness, placed in a magnificent and 
gloiiously illuminated palace, supplied with a 
regular succession of banquets, surrounded with 
.sentient beings like myself, and every thing by 
its admirable order, contrivance, and succession, 
incontestably proving the existence of some all- 
powerful, though unseen, architect and super¬ 
intending governor,’ coUld I behold such won¬ 
ders, undergo such an astounding change, and 
not wish to know who built the glorious struc¬ 
ture, who supplied and regulated it, why I was 
placed within its beautiful and pleasant pre- 
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cincts, and whither I was to go wjien I left 
them ? And because I was intro3u4|Mi>^oto 


this gorgeous pageant of the worldji|||H*ij^jpy 
reason was undeveloped, and ha*^ gOMyn up 
amid its splendours, shall I not ask the same 
questions when my matured faculties are per¬ 
petually tormented with their inability to solve 
the mysteries that surround and bewilder them ? 
You tell me to eat, drink, and be merry, after 
the fashion of the Epicureans; tb enjoy the 
luxuries of the palace provided for me, without 
asking whence they come, or who provided 
them; and not to perplex myself with vain 
researches into inscrutable enigmas. This I 
cannot do. I cannot walk across the stage of 
existence, like a dumb performer in some the¬ 
atrical procession, entef'«t tlie door of life, and 
disappear at that of death, without seeking to 
know why I make up a part of tlie pomp; who 
ordained the stately show in which I am a par- 
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ticipator; whither I am to go when I am dis- 
mia|jte’'ft*om it.” 

the doubts and unsatisfied longings 


that iMlnSQt^ and afflicted the mind of Felix. 
His heart, as yet unvisited by the ennobling pas¬ 
sion of love, and finding no vent for its sympa¬ 
thies, fed upon its own melancholy; while his 
depressed soul, like an unsupported ^une, yearn¬ 
ed for something around which it might entwine, 
and follow its natural impulses by climbing up 
towards heaven. 

Zillah, as we have already stated, was await¬ 
ing his appearance with an interest rather in¬ 
creased than diminished by Marcia’s description 
of his character, when she heard the arrival of a 
visitant, and experienced an tjnusual flutter as 
the footsteps approached her door. Shall we 
confess that she felt some disappointment, when, 
instead of the expected stranger, Maia tripped 
into the apartment, and began to scold her, in her 
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usual mood of playful petulance, for running 
away from the theatre. “ Oh, my dear ex¬ 
claimed, “you have no idea what fnii||i(fj^se 
loss you had 1 Only think ! that,st»i4f^®°*^®*'‘^^y 
rhinoceros, after being twice knocked down, 
grew desperate at last, ran at the elephant, and 
fairly ripped him up with his sharp horn. Such 
a shout when the great monster fell! And then 
we had a grand engagement of wild beasts of 
all sorts fighting together—such roaring and 
ravening—such numbers of dead bodies lying in 
the arena at the same time!—Oh! it was a 
sweet combat—quite a love of a slaughter! I 
would not have missed it for all the silver in the 
treasury; I must run away, though, or I shall 
not see a morsek of the review. By the by, 
haven’t you had a visit from old Bombax, as 
every body calls her ? I met her tumbril just now, 
shaking the solid earth as it rumbled along. 
Isn’t she ridiculous ? She will be too late for 
the review; and so shall I, if I stand gossiping 
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here; that provoking Octavia detained me so 
long^iillf morning! At what time shall I call 
upcKiP|l|^pt^morrow ? Before noon, you know, 
the spirk'^^l^ be all crowded into the porticoes, 
the Fofiim, or the courts of law, talking non¬ 
sense, or politics, which is the same thing, or lis¬ 
tening to the noisy spouting of the pleaders.” 

“ Let us fix for twelve o’clock, thi^,” said 
Zillah. 

“ Ridiculous, ray dear. It is the general 
dinner-hour, after which the men all take their 
mid-day sleep. There will not be a decent 
creature in the streets till one or two o’clock: 
at which time, if jt suits you, we will go to the 
Tennis-court, to see little Octavius have a bout 
with his friends Msecenas, Varius, and Galba; 
look in at the Campus Martius, where we shaH 
be sure to find some of the young fashionables 
at their daily sports; call at the Circus in 
time for the chariot-races ; and then lounge 
about among the genteel mob in the porticoes 
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and promenades till three, when the bells will 
sound for the opening of the public bj|^its» and 
all the world will hasten to throw l^^^selves 
into the water. Oh, la! I forgel@^'‘titf you 
that the Colonel joined me, after all,, at the 
theatre, and declared that he only stopped with 
the ladies in yellow, for a single minute, just 
to reclaim his nosegay, which one of them had 
snatched away. Wasn’t it ridiculous! Fare¬ 
well ! farewell! expect me at one to-morrow.” 

Soon after her departure, Felix at length made 
his appearance, wearing his military accoutre¬ 
ments, heated with the exertions of the review, 
and undivested of the dust which the numerous 
troops had raised in the Campus Martius. As 
he approached, he caught a glimpse of himself 
in a mirror, and stopping short, apologized with 
some confusion for presenting himself in such 
an unseemly state, declaring, that in his im¬ 
patience to see his preserver, he had hastened 
from the review the moment he was dismissed. 
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without bestowing a single thought upon his 
heated jiiight, and the dusty state of his equip- 
mentsil^ the odence itself, originating in 
an anxiety l^usli into her presence, was rather 
flattering than otherwise, Zillah not only 
thought it required no apology, but was in¬ 
clined to believe that her visitant, flushed and 
somewhat agitated as he was, appeared to more 
advantage than if he had stopped upon his 
jjassage to spruce himself at the toilet. That 
paleness which she had observed the day before, 
was no longer discernible; and the melancholy 
which had imparted so marked an expression 
to his physiognoniy, seemed to be succeeded by 
an animation and lively interest whenever he 
spoke to Zillah, but .more particularly when 
he listened to her voice. This he was ever 
eager to do, hanging upon her accents with a 
rapt and keen attention, as if afraid of losing 
a single syllable. Fervent, impassioned as he 
was in pouring forth the efi'usions of his gra- 
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titude, he paused instantly if she betrayed the 
smallest disposition to speak, deemin||;his own 
thoughts and feefings utterly uni^jpoti^tft when 
compared with a single wish or wdro thid might 
fall from the lips of Zillah. There was an ap¬ 
pealing reverence in his looks, a tenderness in his 
gentle, voice, a respectful and yet admiring ho¬ 
mage in his demeanour, that testified, more than 
could have been eftected by the most glowing 
eloquence, the profound impression made upon 
his heart, not so much by the service rendered, 
vital as it was, as by the charms and graces of 
his fair preserver. This modest suavity of 
deportment, so unusual in a young and distin¬ 
guished soldier, conferred a higher attraction 
upon the hohle and generous sentiments he 
professed, while it exalted the quality of his 
clear and enlarged intehect; so that when they 
parted, after a long, protracted, and mutually 
delightful colloquy, it might have fceen difficult 
to decide whether Zillah or Felix were the 
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most surprised and captivated by the interview. 
“ What a pity,” whispered the former to her¬ 
self, ‘‘ ihat a man so amiable, so noble, so in- 
telligent, ^ould be a Pagan !” 

“ Amazing that so stately, so enlightened, 
so divine a creature, should be a barbarian!” 
exclaimed Felix as he left the house, penetrated 
with a love and admiration which, defying the 
phrase upon his lips, paused not to enquire into 
the name or nation of the fascinating object 
that had excited them. 

“ He would have been infinitely too good a 
prey for the elephant,” observed Gabriel; “ I 
have not encountered a more amiable or intelli¬ 
gent young man since we left Palestine, and I 
am the more surprised therefore that he should 
wear so pale a sardonyx in his ring.” 

“ I have seen .many a dog,” said the Sagan, 
“ better taught than its fellows, and even plea¬ 
sant and ingratiating in its manners, but it was a 
dog after all. And thus, when we admire the 
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appearance and deportment of the youth who 
has just left us, it becomes us, as Hebrews, to 
recollect that he is one of the outcasts of God, 
a blind benighted Pagan.” 

Zillah sighed, and their conversation was 
soon afterwards interrupted by the entrance of 
Mark Antony. Although his visit professed 
to be intended for the ambassadors, his looks 
and manner sufficiently betrayed that Zillah 
liad been his chief attraction. After applaud¬ 
ing her courage at the theatre, regretting her 
earl}' departure, and expressing a hope that 
she had recovered from any agitation that 
might have been occasioned by the event, he 
took from beneath his scarlet mantle, for he 
was attired in a splendid uniform, a little packet, 
and addressing Zillah, exclaimed, “ When you 
put forth your beautiful arm yesterday, and so 
critically saved the life of the grave young stoic, 
farthenias as we call him, I forget his proper 
name, I observed that you wore no bracelets; 
and as Venus herself disdained not the aid of 
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ornament, you must allow me to place these 
baubles; I brought them with me from Asia, 
around your wrists.” While he was taking 
them from the parcel, Zillah looked enquiringly 
at hei* father, who signified by a nod that she 
might accept the present; but Antony, without 
awaiting permission either from her or from the 
Sagan, clasped one of them on, and holding her 
hand, under pretence of observing the effect of 
the trinket, squeezed and kept it prisoner for 
some time, spite of her endeavours to withdraw 
it. Tha other underwent a similar seizure and 
compression, his ravenous eyes devouring her 
all the time with an expression that filled her 
with mingled confusion and anger, though she 
suppressed her indignation, in the fear of offend¬ 
ing a man who possessed such an important in¬ 
fluence over the destinies of her country. To 
her great relief, he at length liberated her 
hand, seated himself beside her, and enteretl 
into conversation. 
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Antony’s fine person was set off to the best 
advantage by a splendid and most becoming 
military dress; his deportment, when he chose 
it, was at once manly and urbane, and he pos¬ 
sessed that ready and variable eloquence which 
could accommodate itself to the swaggering 
ribald strain of the soldiery, captivate the po- 
})ulacc when he spoke from the rostrum, or 
enable him to shine amid the high and polished 
circles of the drawing-room. Upon the present 
occasion, he exerted himself to win favour with 
the Sagan and Gabriel, who, from their position, 
liad not observed the amorous stare, and the 
fulsome palming, which had given such offence 
to Zillah. Expressing a hope that he should 
soon have something favourable to communicate 
to them on the subject of their embassy, and 
inviting them to sup with him on the following 
<lay, he at length took his leave; when the 
Hebrews, elevated by the prospect of succeed¬ 
ing in their mission, were loud in his praise. 
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and Zillah thought it most prudent to be silent, 
though she could not but contrast his bold an<l 
insolent demeanour towards herself, with the 
winning and respectful homage she had ex¬ 
perienced from Felix. 

“ They are the true Antioch snakes,” said Ga¬ 
briel, examining her bracelets; “ no other city in 
the world can manufacture them. Every scale 
is fastened with a brilliant, the eyes arc'two of 
the rarest little rubies, and the whole is as 
flexible as the real animal. The gold and jewels, 
however, are of no price; their great value is 
in the exquisite workmanship.” Notwithstand¬ 
ing the high admiration ex})ressed by Gabriel, 
Zillah regretted she had ever accepted them, 
tossed them aside as soon as she reached her 
own apartment, and resolved 'never to wear 
them again, unless she should be specially 
ordered to do so by her father. 

No modern dame of quality tutoring her 
awkward and inexperienced daughter how to 
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conduct herself upon her first appearance at 
court, ever gave more elaborate instructions, 
or ever found a more inapt and graceless pupil, 
than did Gabriel when he would teach the 
Sagan how to acquit himself at the supper to 
which they had been invited, so as not to give 
offence to their illustrious host, or any of his 
companions. He felt that this would be the 
touchstone, the experimentum crucis of his 
kinsman’s forbearance and power of accom¬ 
modation ; and the recent hopes of success 
thrown out by Mark Antony rendered him 
doubly anxious not to mar their prospects by 
any of those little Hebrew petulancies in which 
the Sagan wm so prone to indulge, and which 
might, perhaps, be more sharply resented by 
the nationality of the Romans than the gravest 
misdemeanour. Jerusalem and its interests 
exercised, as he well knew, a most powerful 
influence over the mind of his kinsman ; and by 
continually harping upon this key, he made 
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him promise at length to submit with a good 
grace, or at least the best that was possible, to 
the use of the dinner-bed instead of a chair; 
to conform to the pagan observances, so far as 
he might without impiety, (a saving clause 
stipulated by the Sagan); and to avoid any 
remarks that might wound the pride, or even the 
prejudices, of their heathen companions. To 
all these hard conditions he assSnted, ljut not 
without many compunctious rebellions of spirit. 
He was as a martyr who offers to endure the 
torture from a sense of duty, and for tlie 
interests of the true faith, and yet cannot go 
tlirough the trial without many a quivering 
of the flesh, and many a groan of itJie spirit. 
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CHAPTER II. 


Four o’clock in the afternoon, an hour at 
which the genteeler moderns are beginning to 
think of their luncheons, was then the prevalent 
supper-hour of the most fashionable and distin¬ 
guished Romans; and our Hebrews took good 
care not to be too late. On their arrival, they 
passed through the splendid hall, of which we 
have before made mention, and were ushered 
into a spacious receiving-room, where some of 
the guests had already arrived, and more quick¬ 
ly presented themselves; several of them wear¬ 
ing garlands of flowers, and all habited in loose 
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white robes, the common garment worn at 
convivial entertainmepts. Amid all the [)ro- 
digality and ostentation of these times, a custom 
of strange meanness—a relic perhaps of former 
days—still prevailed even among the great. 
Each guest was expected to provide his own 
napkin. It was the duty of the slave who 
brought it to carry it back also ; but it seldom 
returned empty, generally containing Some of 
the choice delicacies of the supper-table, which 
the visitants were allowed to send home to their 
families. As Antony’s parties were little <-alcu- 
lated for the presence of Octavia, slie never ap¬ 
peared at them, nor were there any other females 
upon this occasion. He himself had not yet 
entered the apartment; but Pyttalus whispered 
to his Hebrew friends the names of the different 
guests as they arrived, though he was tinalile to 
inform them how many more might be expected, 
or what might be their quality, since Antony 
himself frequently forgot whom he had asked, 
u 5 



34 


ZILLAH ; 


and many of his friends were privileged to come 
uninvited. A considerable number presented 
themselves in succession, some bringing humble 
dependents, who instinctively associated them¬ 
selves at the lower end of the apartment with 
Antony’s household parasites, and the buffoons, 
singers, and mimics, whom he considered indis¬ 
pensable assistants at every festive party, al¬ 
though the coarse jocularity which marked his 
character, and which he had probably picked 
up in the guard-room and tne camp, led him 
generally to make them the butts of his vulgar 
raillery, and always to treat them with an inso¬ 
lent disrespect. 

The master of the mansion at length made 
iiis appearance, assuming a cheerful smile of 
hilarity as he entered, although his looks were 

more than usually pale and jaded. Welcoming 

• 

his friends in general, and the Hebrews in par¬ 
ticular, with much courtesy, he apologized for 
being so late, led the way out of the receiving- 
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room, and, the large folding-doors at the upper 
end of the Atrium being thrown open, the 
guests were ushered into the eating-room—a 
spacious apartment, painted in fresco, and hung 
with garlands and festoons of flowers. Here 
each visitant was furnished with water to wash, 
after which he was perfumed with rich essences; 
and slippers being substituted for his sandals, 
lest they should soil the rich tapestry coverings 
of the couches, Antony arranged his visitants 
according to their'^rank and precedency, the 
ywst of honour Being given to the Hebrews, 
and tlie flies and shadows, as the parasites and 
retainers were contemptuously termed, being 
huddled together at the two extremities of the 
table. This was in the shape of an immense 
horse-shoe, surrounded on one side with a con¬ 
tinuous bed, while within the inner circle stootl 
the numerous slaves and the principal carver, t<) 
minister to the wants of the visitants. A richly- 
decorated canopy hung over the heads of the 



36 


ZtLLAH ; 


party; attendants were stationed at the side¬ 
board, which was covered with the most massive 
and gorgeous gold plate, much of it embossed 
and inlaid with precious stones; and several 
others walked about the room ventilating it 
with large fans of feathers, or scattering per¬ 
fumed waters upon the floor. All these slaves 
wore chaplets on their heads. And now began 
the troubles and vexations of the Sagan. “ Oh, 
Gabriel, Gabriel!” he whispered to his compa¬ 
nion, as he crawled awkwilTdly over the huge 
semicircular bed, and lay sprawling upon his 
stomach, with his beard hanging over the 
cushion, “ what painful ease and what laborious 
laziness is this! Nebuchadnezzar was degraded 
when he went to graze upon al^fours, like a 
beast of the fleld; but how much deeper is our 
humiliation when we thus grovel to our meals 
upon our very bellies, like serpents stealing into 
a larder ! And, holy Moses! blessed father 
Abraham! what do I i^e ? what are these 
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images ? Are they not the accursed Teraphim 
of the Pagans ?” Drawing in his breath with 
a snarl of horror that displayed his teeth, and 
made the beard of his upper lip quiver, he 
pointed to small figures of Mercury, Hercules, 
and the Penates, ranged along the table, and 
having the salt placed beside them. Gabriel, 
knowing that these were reverenced as presiding 
genii, and that any insult offered to thenr would 
be deemed a species of sacrilege, whispered in 
return, “ Remember your pledge ! Jerusalem is 
lost, and we are di.sgraced for ever, if you no¬ 
tice these superstitious fooleries of the Pagans. 
Let us conduct ourselves as Caleb and Joshua 
did among the idolatrous Canaanites.—Saw you 
ever so beautiful a table as thisIt is of the 
rarest citron-wood, inlaid with silver and ivory, 
and adorned with asses’ heads ; in reference, I 
presume, to the services rendered by that animal 
to the Bacchanalian Silenus.” 

The latter part c^this speech was intended 



38 


ZILLAH ; 


to withdraw his kinsman’s attention from the 
obnoxious figures; but the Sagan, shutting his 
eyes, shook his head, and drew in his breath 
with a hissing shudder, which was increased to 
an agony of silent horror, when Antony, who 
in the midst of all his profligacy and debau> 
chery was scrupulously devout, according to the 
fashion of the heathen, poured a small quantity 
of wine upon the board, as a libation in honour 
of the Penates, and with a look and accent of 
the most pious reverence, pronounced the cus¬ 
tomary prayer. This was too much for the 
Sagan’s powers of endurance; but the “ Baca!” 
that he ejaculated was not very loud, its signi¬ 
fication was not understood by the guests, and 
the accompanying look of abhorrence was un¬ 
heeded. 

“ Now, then, who shall be our Symposiarch, 
our Archi-triclinius, our King of the Feast ?” 
exclaimed Antony, with a tone and aspect of sud¬ 
den animation : “ Slaves luring the dice-box.” 
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“ No casting of lots ! Antony ! Antony ! 
Antony I” cried many voices at once, amid 
which those of the “flies”and “shadows” were 
the loudest and most clamorous. “ Who so 
fit as he to be our kingdemanded Pyttalus 
of his neighbour, in a loud voice. “ Ay, our 
Basileus Basileon, our king of kings!” The 
servile sycophants took the hint, and the election 
was carried by acclamation, amid strains of 
flattery so direct, abject, and fulsome, that none 
but a man of coarse and vitiated taste coOld 
have listened to them without unqualified 
disgust. 

“ Though I am solitary in my opposition,” 
cried Fonteius Capito, one of Antony’s most 
respectable friends, “ I object to our host being 
crowned as our Symposiarch, for he is mani¬ 
festly unwell, and his pulse tells me that he 
cannot do justice to his own hospitable feelings 
without drinking more wine than may become 
his feverish state.” 
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“ This question concerns not me,” said An¬ 
tony ; “ I leave my health in the hands of 
Pyttalus. How say you, Greek, cannot you find 
some warrant in my pulse for deepjpptations ?” 

“ I cannot, in my conscience,” replieil the 
physician, feeling his patron’s hand. 

“ Well, then, find it out of your conscience; 
find it in a quibble, a sophism, any where. 
Give me but a reason, however irrational; let 
me but be right in theory, and I will take upon 
myself all the consequences of acting wrong. 
In medical matters I can only say with Socra¬ 
tes, ‘ I know that I know nothingbut as to 
toping, I ought to be a proficient in it every 
way, for I have had long and staunch practice, 
and I have moreover written a treatise upon 
drunkenness, which I shall perhaps present to 
the world one of these days.” * 

“.Nay, I meant not to restrain you altogether 

* Bayle says it was published before the battle of 
Actium. 
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from the use of wine,” said Eyttalus, who knew 
his patron’s fondness for syllogistic quibbles; 
“ it is only a question of quantity. Every man 
in a fever fmay take some degree of wine— 
every man has some degree of fever—every man, 
therefore, may quaff his modicum. What this 
may be, will depend upon circumstances.” 

“ Answered like yourself. You have untied 
the knot by tangling it, and so obscured the 
matter by your illustrations, that Pyrrho him¬ 
self could not have placed it in a more luminous 
uncertainty. You dreamed, I dare say, that 
I should follow my own inclinations, and this 
generally proves a true phantasm. And yet 1 
myself lately dreamed that we ought not to be¬ 
lieve iiTdreams. How expound you this 
“ This is no riddle of the Sphinx ; it is 
easily solved ; for if you do believe in dreams, 
it follows, of course, that you ought not to be¬ 
lieve in this: but if you do not believe in them, 
you ought to believe in it.” 
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“ Enough! enough ! we can see that you 
come from Athens, for you can only speak in 
riddles. Slaves! give me the Symposiarch’s 
crown. It is but to swallow a little extra snow 
when the repast is over, and all will be well. 
Now let the feast begin.” 

Needing no second invitation, his guests pro¬ 
ceeded eagerly to the discussion of the rare 
and costly viands set before them, and all was 
presently business and bustle, amid the fuming 
of disjointed meats, the clattering of silver 
plates and dishes, and the clink of cups and 
cans. With the taste of a people jUst emerging 
from barbarism, and intoxicated with their 
inordinate wealth, the Romans loved to display . 
an insane extravagance in their dishes, which 
had not even any reference to the gratification 
of the palate; while with a characteristic coarse¬ 
ness they generally entertained a sycophant at 
their tables, to blazon to the company this osten¬ 
tatious waste. Such was the oflBce of Pyttalus, 
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who not only gave the cost and history of every 
rarity, but at the same time that he abstained 
from tasting it himself, took good care that it 
should not descend to any of the parasites and 
clients at the lower ends of the table. 

Fonteius was almost the only one who ven* 
tured to address his host with the rough honesty 
of a friend, and even to rate him openly and 
severely for his loose unguarded conduct ;'more 
particularly for his public exhibitions with the 
abandoned Cytheris. “ I shall never call her 
by the same name as the virtuous wife of 
Coriolanus,” he exclaimed, “ but I have no 
objection to give her the more appropriate 
one of Volupia, for she is indeed a goddess of 
sensuality, and treads down virtue under her 
feet.” 

“ It is precisely as such that I adore her; 
and if she treat nothing but virtue in the man¬ 
ner you have mentioned, it is clear that she will 
never trample upon me.” 



44 


ZILLAH; 


“ But in spite of the money you lavish upon 
her, she loves you not.” 

“ Yonder delicate turbot, and this Maltese 
crane, love me not, and yet I feed upon them 
with a great deal of pleasure.” 

• “ But she bestows her favours upon others.’, 

“ I can still say what Aristippus said of Lais 
—I have Volumnia, but Volumnia has them. 
A good archer will unbend his bow to prevent 
its being useless; so do I my mind,—so we do 
all: and although my follies may be different 
from yours, they are not more extravagant. It 
is your fancy to imitate in every thing your de¬ 
ceased friend Hortensius, the advocate. Thus, 
like Iiim, you brought an action against one of 
your colleagues for deranging your gown as you 
went into court;—you have a favourite yrlane- 
tree, which you moisten every day with wine; 
you have fish in your ponds, of whose ages you 
keep an exact register, of whose health you are 
more careful than even of your own, and upon 
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which you set such store, that you would rather 
give your friend a mule tlian a mullet. These 
are your Volumnias. These are worse than 
crimes; they are imitations. I am at least 
original in my vices.” 

This colloquy had not passed without inter* 
ruption ; for whenever the founder of the feast 
opened his mouth, Pyttalus and half a dozen 
more of his abject companions were ready with 
their “ Hist! hush ! silence ! Antony is going to 
speak!”—and the burst of admiration that fol¬ 
lowed each of his rejoinders was so long and 
loud, that he could not for some time renew his 
discourse. 

Immediately opposite to our Hebrews two 
young men were lying next to one another, who 
appeared to be intimate friends, since they 
mixed little in the general conversation, but 
talked together earnestly in a low tone of voice. 
The Sagan’s attention was drawn towards them 
by a remark of Antony, that few people, like 
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Caesar, could wield the pen and sword with 
equal superiority and success. “ Nature,” he 
observed, “ seldom bestows unfair advantages 
upon any of her productions by conferring upon 
them more than one perfection at a time. The 
fleet greyhound has no sense of smelling; the 
beautiful peacock has no voice ; and our guest 
yonder, young Virgil, though he can write with 
such splendid and sonorous fluency, cannot ex¬ 
press himself without hesitation; while his 
friend Horace, who lolls beside him, though he 
has an intellect that can pierce through obscu¬ 
rity itself, is afflicted with such weak eyes that 
he cannot see across the supper-table.” 

Directing his regards towards the poets with 
a stricter scrutiny than he had previously 
thought necessary, the Sagan observed that 
Virgil, apparently about thirty years old, was 
of a pale delicate bomplexion, and slender 
habit; while his friend Horace, who seemed 
about four years younger, and wore a shade 
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over his eyes, was rather short and stout, 
though scarcely more florid than his compa- 
nion; a paleness which their host banteringly 
attributed to the use of cummin-water, often 
drunk by the literati, to impart a more wan and 
studious hue to their cheeks. “ Well, farmer,” 
he exclaimed, addressing himself to Virgil, 
“ when our friend Asinius Pollio triumph s 
over the Illyrians, I suppose you will 'throw 
away your shepherd’s pipe, take up a nobler in¬ 
strument, and ‘ strike the martial chords with 
epic fire.’ ” 

“ I have no taste for military subjects, nor do 
I like them,” said the Mantuan; “ I agree 
with Octavius, that war is angling with a 
golden hook, which, if we break or lose it, is 
worth more than thefish we might catch. I would 
rather teach my countrymen how to subdue the 
soil, than attempt to give them a needless les¬ 
son in conquering tlleir enemies. Better hus¬ 
bandmen I may, perhaps, make them; braver 
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or more expert soldiers no art can render 
them.” 

“ I will bet my Campanian farm against yours, 
which is gold against brass, that you hate all 
soldiers, because Arius, the Centurion, handled 
you so roughly, that you were forced to swim 
across the Mincius, when you reclaimed your 
estate from him. Tell me honestly, is it not 
so ? And what says your friend Flaccus ? Like 
myself, he has been at Athens, and trod the 
groves Of Academus, till Brutus coaxed him 
away, and made him a military Tribune. He 
has tried both—which means he to celebrate ?— 
peace or war 

“ Love, wine, the philosophy of the Epicu¬ 
reans, and the pleasures of peace, will be my 
first subjects,” said Horace; “but should I live 
to see the Temple of Janus shut, I may, per¬ 
haps, celebrate the exploits that led to it, and 
sing of the sword, the spear, and the battle.” 

“ Singof the sword and spear by all means, but 
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say not a word of the shield ; chant as loudly 
as you will of battles, but always except that of 
Philippi.” A shout of laughter, at the bard’s 
expense, signalized the success of this coarse 
raillery, which bore allusion to his ignominious 
flight, and his leaving his shield behind him at 
the fight of Philippi. “ I must remind you,” 
said the blushing poet, “ of your own dictum, 
‘ that nature seldom bestows two perfections*on 
the same individualand that he, therefore, 
who can immortalize battles in his verse, ought 
not to be expected to win them with his sword.” 

“ Right, right! and yours is the nobler attri¬ 
bute, if you could but be sure of its success. 
You bards are all apt to prophesy an immorta¬ 
lity for your verses: and it is a safe vanity; for 
if your works perish, the prediction expires with 
them. But, after all, we do but scratch our 
names upon the sand; the tide of time soon 
rolls over them, and effaces them for ever. 
How many of the present company, think you, 

VOL. III. O 
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will be heard of five hundred years hence ?—I 
can read nothing now,” he continued, to a slave 
who tendered him a letter. “ Even the indus¬ 
trious Asinius Pollio never opens one after four 
o’clock, nor will I. What is the device of the 
seal? Is it a frog? No! Then it comes not 
from Maecenas. Nor a Sphinx ? Then it is not 
from Octavius. But it is rolled up, I see, in 
the ancient form. Away with it! I will receive 
none that arc not folded flat and square, after 
the fashion of Julius Cfcsar.—We were talking 
of an immortality of fame, were w'e not? Who 
so likely to have achieved it as my friend Ju¬ 
lius ?. His Commentaries will have the same 
chance as the works of my poetical guests, Vir¬ 
gil and Horace; the new acra which he esta¬ 
blished, by the reformation of the calendar, bears 
his name, so that he has fastened himself to the 
back of Time itself; one of our months is his 
imperishable namesake; and as if he had not 
made sufficiently sure of the earth, he has left 
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his signature in the sky, and perpetuated his 
memory by the Julian star. Who would not 
be assassinated for sucli an eternity’of fame ?" 

“ Clear your plates, gentlemen, for the wild 
boar I” cried Pyttalus, with a loud voice. “ It 
is a young Lucanian, caught when the wind was 
south, and the dew upon the ground, after a 
heavy fall of acorns, so that the benign and 
happy state of the animal might communitate a 
sure tenderness to its flesh. Our generous host 
ordered eight to be roasted, in order that one 
might be done to an exact turn when the happy ’ 
moment should arrive for bringing it to table. 
Music ! strike up for the wild boar !” 

A band of wind-instruments stationed in the 
room obeyed the summons, and at the same 
moment the Sagan, starting upon his knees, 
ejaculated, with a look of profound horror, 
“El Elohim !—it is the unutterable flesh—the 
beast of abomination—the same which the sacri¬ 
legious Antiochus set up over the altar of burnt- 

D 2 
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offering. Let us be gone, Gabriel; our ancestors 
suffered death under Epiphanes rather than en¬ 
dure it, and ^o should we. Let us gird up our 
loins and fly.” 

Antony, who did not immediately under¬ 
stand the cause of his guest’s perturbation, 
laughed heartily when it was explained to him ; 
assuring him, however, as soon as he recovered 
his sense of politeness, that had he recollected 
the repugnance of the Hebrews, he would have 
countermanded the obnoxious dish, although 
the Romans considered it their greatest de¬ 
licacy. “ I will order it,” he added, “ to be 
carved at a side-table, that it may not offend 
your eyes ; for I reverence too much the in¬ 
junctions of my own religion, not to respect 
every scruple of conscience in others, even 
though I may think it frivolous or irrational. 
Resume your place, therefore, I pray you. 
Slaves! fill the cups :—My friends and guests ! 
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we will drink to a long friendship and alliance 
between the Romans and the Hebrews.” 

Gabriel had already pulled his kinsman down 
upon the couch, with imploring whispers that 
he would be pacified, since nobody expected 
him to eat of the prohibited viand—an assurance 
which, added to the courteous demeanour of 
his host, so far reconciled the Sagan to his lot, 
that he resumed his former posture, drank the 
toast of mutual amity, and then, shutting his 
mouth, his eyes, and as much as possible his 
nostrils, he maintained an agonized silence, 
only interrupted by an occasional groan, until 
the hateful meat was dispatched; a process 
which the ravenous avidity of his neighbours 
speedily accomplished. 

“ I marvel much,” said Antony, “ why so 
many sapid -and innocuous delicacies should 
have been denied to you by your law-giver. 
What would our Apicius say to a people who 
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are forbidden the use of both fat and gravy ? 
Your gastronomic lot is surely a forlorn one: 
you had no poultry, I believe, in Palestine, 
until Pompcy introduced them, as some recom¬ 
pense for the conquest of Jerusalem. Your 
sick people dare not drink asses’ milk, noi- 
taste of things strangled ; and the best of your 
fish, flesh, and fowls are like the fruits of the 
starving Tantalus, offered to your eyes and lips 
only to be denied to your hunger and thirst. 
Why should so delicate and unobjectionable 
an animal as the hai*e, for instance, be pro¬ 
nounced unclean, and thus become an alien to 
your tables ?” 

“ For wise purposes, unquestionably, since 
the injunction came from Moses ; but we hold 
it our duty to obey the law, not to question 
it,” replied the Sagan. 

“ Were I a king, I should like such subjects, 
but I would hardly accept their sovereignty, if 
my palate were to be made the slave of their own 
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starving code.” Antony now addressed him¬ 
self for 'some little time to his friend Fonteius 
and the two poets; evincing a shrewdness of 
intellect, a felicity of diction, and even an 
occasional elevation of sentiment, that would 
not have discredited Cicero himself, and from 
the dignity of which even the fulsome plaudits 
of his adulators at the lower end of the table 
could scarcely derogate. These nobler effu¬ 
sions, however, were the emanations of his head, 
rather than of his heart. As the wine circu¬ 
lated, his natural propensity to low buffoonery, 
practical jokes, and ribald, vulgar foolery, be¬ 
came more and more manifest. One of his 
boon companions, who had obtained the nick¬ 
name of Cotylon, or the cup, from his great 
bibulous powers, was called upon to exhibit 
them, by emptying at a draught a prodigious 
flagon filled with Chian wine. A second, sur- 
named Bambalio, from his habit of stuttering, 
was plied with rapid questions in order that 
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the impediment in his speech, aggravated by 

his eagerness to reply to so many impatient 

querists, might afford amusement to the com- 

♦ 

pany. A third, called Hercules, from his pro¬ 
digious voracity, and who in eating possessed 
tlie enviable properties of puffing the wind 
from his nostrils like a bellows, crashing bones 
with a loud crackling noise, and moving both 
his ears, was set to work upon a huge goose, 
merely, as it seemed, that Antony, in the inter¬ 
vals of his loud laugljter, might quote, for the 
tenth time at least, some Greek verses of 
-Epicharmus, admirably expressive of the glut¬ 
tonous ferocity with which Hercules once de¬ 
voured a whole ox at a single meal. Pyttalus, 
who carefully watched his patron’s eye, saw 
that the time had now arrived when the “ flies 
and shadows” might be put in requisition for 
his amusement; and giving a private signal to 
the slaves, they deposited upon the lower ends 
of the table a supposititious dessert, of which 
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the pastry was painted wood, the fruits of wax, 
the wine only coloured water, while the figs, 
which were the sole real edible, were stuffed 
with pungent pepper, or active medical drugs. 
The wry faces «)f the sufferers, none of whom 
dared to complain ; the abortive efforts of some 
to carry off the affair as an excellent joke, and 
of others to conceal the annoyance they ex¬ 
perienced, afforded infinite amusement «to the 
host, and, indeed, to the greater number of his 
guests, who had been accustomed to consider 
the pai’asites as fair game, and the legitimate 
butts of every clownish pleasantry. 

Singers and mimics next contributed their 
talents to promote tlie festive hilarity of the 
evening. Among the latter, Pyttalus played 
no undistinguished part; the Sagan and Ga 
briel both being astonished at the marvellous 
facility with which he personated the character 
of a rough, unsuspecting, honest, Boeotian pea¬ 
sant, and at the surprising contrast he offered, 
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when he resumed his own ambushed half-closed 
eye, and the watchful wary craftiness of his 
ordinary physiognomy. The wine, which was 
served in large earthen vases, was not in the 
mean time forgotten; the seals, stamped will) the 
consulate and growth, were anxiously consulted 
by the more experienced gourmets; and the 
liandsomely attired Ganymedcs, whose office it 
was to fetch the silver drinking-cups, ami dip 
them into the capacious jars, were seldom seen 
to stand still. The modicum to which Antony 
had promised to restrict himself was by no 
means a very limited one; ar ’ his festivity was 
at its height, when one of the superior domestics 
entered, and pre.sented him a packet of dispatches, 
bound round with a wreath of faded laurel- 
leaves. He tore it hastily open, his countenance 
lowering with an angry and mortified expression 
as he read the contents. “ Here is a fresh vic¬ 
tory achieved over- the Parthians by my lieu- 
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tenant Ventidius,” he exclaimed, tossing the 
packet petulantly from him: “ Why do I loiter 
here, wasting my time in political intrigues and 
riotous excess ?—why do I suffer this low-born 
Ventidius, originally a chairman and a muleteer, 
to achieve victories with my own troops, which 
I alone ought to have fought and won ? What 
has become of Mark Antony ?” 

• He has lost himself, as I have often told 
him,” whispered Fonteius in his ear; “ but it is 
not too late for his recovery, if he will hasten to 
bis government, forget Cleopatra, and remem¬ 
ber nothing but the past glory of himself and of 
his army.” 

“ He who has won a mural crown,” said Pyt- 
talus; “ who traversed the Serbonian bog, and 
captured Pelusium; who commanded the left 
wing at the battle of Pharsalia; who defeated 
Cassius at Philippi; who has been the hero of 
every engagement in which he fought,—may 
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surely allow a spare victory or two to this 
lucky muleteer Ventidius. Were I Mark An¬ 
tony-” 

“ Be silent, sirrah !” interposed Antony, with 
a stern look and voice ; “ you cannot enter into 
my feelings, and I want not to know yours:” 
and he whispered apart with his friend Fonteius 
for two or three minutes; after which, throwing 
off the momentary depression that had assailed 
him, he called to the cupbearers with a cheerful 
eounteiiancc, bidding them fill the goblets to the 
brim, and himself pledging his guests in a full 
bumper of Falcrnian. Animated by this ex¬ 
ample, the song, the joke, and the laugh were 
renewed ; the wine circulated more freely than 
before; and, as the evening advanced, the con¬ 
versation became at once more licentious and 
noisy; Fescennine verses, of no very decorous 
tendency, were recited by one of the party* the 
bufibons jierformed their mountebank-tricks; 
and a troop of female dancers being introduced, 
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first exhibited their adroitness as jugglers, and 
then displayed their skill in the voluptuous 
movements of the Asiatic dance. Antony him¬ 
self, as he quaffed fresh bumpers, entered with 
a boisterous festivity into the spirit of the jovial 
liour. “ Bring mo no more letters or me.s- 
sages!” he exclaimed to his principal domes¬ 
tic ; “ I will see no visitants, neither would I 
move from my couch if the CotSsuls, I^rmtors, 
Tribunes, and ASdiles, with the whole body (ff 
the Conscript Fathers, were to besiege my gate. 
Away 

The ser\ant left the af)artmcnt, and Antony, 
in thehe\'day of a rampant wine-inspired hilarity, 
had just prop(»sed that tliey should throw their 
chaplets into the large vase of Falernian, and 
“ drink the crowns,” when the door opened, and 
there apjjeared a tall, thin, gaunt, shabbily-at¬ 
tired figure, whose swarthy skin attested the 
influence of a fierce southern sun, whose hungry 
grizzled beard was trimmed into a wedgelike 
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shape, while his dark, eager, flaring eyes seemed 
to be starting from his head. “ I would have 
speech with you,” he exclaimed, in a hollow 
voice, as he stood near the door, and beckoned 
to Antony; when, to the utter amazement of 
the Hebrews, the countenance of the Triumvir 
became instiintly sobered, he apologized to his 
guests for leaving them for a short time, and 
though he had just .before declared that the 
whole magistracy of the country should not 
induce him to quit his couch, he immediately 
left it, followed the shabby-looking old man out 
of the room with an air of deferential submis¬ 
sion, and disappeared. 

At first, the Sagan was almost disposed to 
imagine that it was some supernatural appa¬ 
rition, for he could hardly deem it possible that 
a mere mortal could exercise such a mysterious 
influence over the daring and haughty spirit of 
Antony; until he.gathered, from the conversa¬ 
tion of Pyttalus, that the stranger was the 
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Egyptian Astrologer, whom his noble patron 
kept in the house, and who had probably made 
some important divination or discovery, of which 
it was necessary that his employer should be 
instantly apprised. The Sagan, scandalized at 
much that he had been compelled to witness, 
had been long waiting an opportunity to with¬ 
draw. Nothing had detained him so long but 
the difficulty of detaching himself becomingly 
from his coach; but as several of the guests 
availed themselves of the absence of their host 
to (juit their recumbent posture, and walk about 
the room, he twitched Gabriel by the arm, and 
made his escape from the house, right glad that 
he had gone through the painful ordeal of sup¬ 
ping with a Pagan Triumvir, and fully resolved 
that no consideriitions should induce him thus 
to lower his Hebrew dignity a second time. 
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CHAPTER III. 


Several weeks elapsed, during which the 
Sagan and Gabriel had as many interviews with 
Mark Antony, but without making much pro¬ 
gress in the negotiation. Antony, indeed, was in 
a state of such perpetual irresolution,—now 
waiting the arrival of dispatches from his go¬ 
vernment in the East, now resolving on an im¬ 
mediate rupture with his rival: at one time in.- 
duced by prudential considerations, and the ad¬ 
vice of friends, to prolong the appearance of 
amity; and at another, wavering between con- 
flicting opinions,—that he hardly knew in what 
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predicament he should himself be shortly placed, 
and was therefore unable to decide what course 
of policy to adopt with respect to King Anti- 
gonus. It was characteristic of the man, that 
amid such paramount and absorbing claims upon 
his attention, at the very moment when, by his 
intrigues, he was hurrying on' events in wh'ich 
liis own fame and life would probably be in¬ 
volved, his designs upon Zillah were never for 
an instant abandoned, and occupied his thoughts 
quite as much perhaps as his meditated struggle 
with Octavius for tlie dominion of the world. 
At the last of the interviews we have mentioned, 
and the only one at which Gabriel had not been 
present, he interrupted the Sagan, by abruptly 
exclaiming, “Did you not tell me, that your 
King stipulated to give the Parthians, for pla¬ 
cing him on the throne, not only a large sum of 
money, but five hundred Jewish women 

“ He bound himself by treaty so to do ; but 
finding himself subsequently unable to fulfil 
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the conditions, so far as regarded the females, 
he supplied an additional sum of money.’' 

“ Aha! so much the worse for the poor Par- 
thians. Five hundred was too great a number; 
I should be disposed to be much more mode¬ 
rate. What would Antigonus say, think you, 
and how would you yourself entertain the pro¬ 
position, were I to offer a treaty, offensive and 
defensive, to your nation, for only a five-hun¬ 
dredth ymrt of what the Parthian demanded— 
for a single female, whom I would elevate to a 
proud eminence,—for no other, in short, than 
your own daughter, the beautiful Zillah ?” 

“ El Elohim! did I hear thee right ?” shout¬ 
ed the Sagan, starting from his seat, snorting 
with sudden rage, and bringing his quivering 
beard close to the face of Antony. “ Thou 
Mamzer! thinkest thou my child is a Dalilah, 
a Ilahab,^a wanton that will offer herself to 
every neighing unicorn of the Pagans ! Belial! 
thinkest thou that the daughters of Jerusalem- 
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hakdoshoh are like those of Chaldea, who pros¬ 
titute themselves in honour of the obscene Suc- 
coth-Benoth ? Thou devil! am I father, like 
Ahaz and Manasseh, to offer up my child as a 
sacrifice to Moloch ? Thou worshipper of the 
filthy Astartc! thinkest thou that Zillah, who is 
a thousand times more pure than thy lascivious 
goddess of Pagan chastity-” 

“ A truce ! a truce !” exclaimed Antony, who 
saw that the infuriated father was talking him¬ 
self into an increased rage: “ I had been told 
that the Hebrews understood not raillery, and 
I was determined to try the experiment. You 
have considered the matter too seriously. I 
spoke but in jest.” 

“ Raca! the honour of his child is no fit 
subject of banter for a father’s ear. Such a jest 
is an insult, and I recal not, therefore, the in¬ 
vectives it provoked; but shall withdraw my¬ 
self, in obedience to the words of Solomon— 

‘ Go from the presence of a foolish man when 
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thou perceivest not in him the lips of kpow* 
ledge.’ ” 

“ Nay, there shall be no wrath in our part¬ 
ing,” said Antony. “You have applied to me 
terms which I would not endure from any Ro¬ 
man that wears a sword,—scarcely from Mars 
himself, even if he had his spear at my heart; 
but I forgive them, in consideration of your 
sacred character, and of your ignorance of our 
customs. To banter with a Sagan of the He¬ 
brews is, I find, more perilous than to twitch the 
Capitoline Jupiter by the beard. Rut come, I 
demanded a truce, let it be confirmed into a 
peace; and the better to dispose you to this 
pact of mutual amity as an individual, I may 
tell you, that there is every appearance of my 
being soon enabled to decide favourably upon 
the great object of your mission, and to form 
an alliance with your nation. My dispatches 
of Uiis morning warrant this supposition, but I 
have as yet hardly had time to consider them. 



A TALE OP JERUSALEM. 69 

Call upon me in two days, and I doubt not that 
I shall then be in a situation to pronounce de¬ 
finitively, and thus leave you at liberty to return 
to your own country ,—a consummation which, 
I dare say, you will not be sorry to accom¬ 
plish.” 

By such cheering suggestions he succeeded 
in pacifying the wrath of the ^gan, or, at least, 
in inducing him to conceal it; for though a 
deep indignation still rankled at his breast, 
he reflected that it would be little less than 
madness to quarrel with the Triumvir, now 
that the negotiation was in such a promising 
train, and more especially as its successful ter¬ 
mination would empower him to leave Romo 
instantly, and thus to withdraw Zillah from 
the danger of any such insults as that to which 
he had just been compelled to listen. Unsus¬ 
pecting as was his general nature, he was jealous 
even of a shadow that might sully the puiity 
of his daughter’s name; so that, notwithstanding 
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Antony’s protestations to the contrary, he could 
not altogether discard a latent misgiving, which 
determined him, at all events, to hasten the 
close of his embassy, and remove her quickly 
from a capital that threatened to be any thing 
rather than the city of refuge he had so con¬ 
fidently expected to find it. 

During the i»terval we have mentioned, 
Mark Antony had paid several visits to the 
Sagan, in all of which his demeanour towards 
Zillah had been of the same bold and offensive 
character as in their first interview. In his 
transactions with women, he had been little ac- 
custonied to experience difficulties; and when 
he did encounter them, it only inflamed his pas¬ 
sion, and stimulated his haughty offended pride 
to become a party in accomplishing the gra¬ 
tification of his desires. The calm but severe 
dignity with which Zillah’s looks and actions 
had ftbuked his audacious eagerness, combined 
with the majestic reserve of her general man- 
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ners, soon convinced him that she was not to 
be won by any of tlie blandishments or incen¬ 
tives that might influence other females. To 
intimidate such a woman, would be no easy 
task ; to tempt her ambition even by the pro¬ 
mise of a kingdom, offered little chance of 
success; to win her affections, was beyond the 
limit of his fondest hopes; and yet, before he 
had recourse to those ultimate measures of 
violence, on which he had fully resolved, what¬ 
ever might be the issue of his desperate enter¬ 
prise, one remaining alternative suggested itself 
to his adoption. Taught to consider the He¬ 
brews as not less bigoted in their patriotism 
than fanatical in their religion, it occurred to 
him, that, by an adroit appeal to both these 
feelings, Zillah might be perhaps induced to 
sacrifice herself to a sense of duty, if he could 
only persuade her that the salvation of Jeru¬ 
salem was placed in her own hands—depended 
upon her sole decision. “ If similar motives,” 
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he whispered to himself, “ once exercised such 
supremacy in a female breast, as to induce 
Iphigenia to make an offer of her life for the 
good of her country, why may not they per¬ 
suade this imperious Jewess to the much 
cheaper sacrifice of surrendering her chas¬ 
tity?” 

Inspired with fresh hopes of success from 

this new project, preposterous as[it was, and 

furnished, as he flattered himself, with good 

» 

arguments for advancing it, he presented him¬ 
self at the Sagan’s lodgings the day after the 
angry interview at his own house, and was so 
far favoured by circumstances, that he found 
Zillah alone. Discarding that licentious look 
and familiar impudence of demeanour, which 
had so deeply offended her in their previous 
interviews, and assigning the persuasive tone of 
a man who wishes to appeal to the religion, 
patiiotism, and reason of his auditress, he com¬ 
menced his infamous proposition by citing an 
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example from the Jewish'history, which he 
thought calculated not only to remove her 
scruples, but%ven to enlist her conscience in 
the cause of her own dishonour. “ In my 
frequent conversations, most beautiful Zillah, 
with your rich countryman Apella, who is set¬ 
tled here at Rome,”—it was thus that he began 
his insidious speech, “ I remember, among other 
narratives he related to me from your sacred 
writings, that when Vashti, the wife of Ahasu- 
erus, the Persian monarch, had been divorced, 
one of your Hebrew maidens, who has become 
immortalized alike by her beauty and her 
patriotism—^her name was Esther, if I mistake 
not—offered herself to the love of the king, 
though he was a stranger to her religion, in the 
hope of benefiting her countrymen, then in 
grievous thraldom and captivity. She became 
the royal favourite, and when an edict was 
passed for the general destruction of the Jews, 
her relation Mcurdecai intreated her to interpose 
VOL. III. E 
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in their behalf, suggesting that God had pro¬ 
bably raised her to that high station for this 
express purpose. Piety and patriotism at once 
urging her to comply with this appeal, she 
resolved to perform her duty even at the 
hazard of her life. Her interference proved 
successful; her zeal and courage preserved her 
countrymen from extermination; and in remem¬ 
brance of this critical deliverance, the name of 
Esther is rendered perpetually illustrious in 
your calendar by the Feast of Purim, solemnly 
observed on every anniversary of the day that 
had been thus marked out for the destruction 
of your nation. Does my memory serve me 
Am I not substantially correct ?” 

Zillah admitted that his version of the story 
was substantially accurate, much wondering 
whither this formal exordium was to lead. 
“ Now mark me well,” resumed Antony: “ your 
nation is again in imminent and deadly peril, 
threatened with all the horrors of an extermi- 
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nating civil war, for my dispatches inform me, 
that Herod, with an infuriated army, is ravaging 
the country far and wide, and advancing even 
to the walls of Jerusalem. Nothing but the 
omnipotence of the Romans can arrest this cala¬ 
mity, and I, by wielding this mighty power, am 
the sole arbiter of the Hestinies of the East. 

m 

Were I to pledge myself that I^would drive 
Herod and his mercenaries from the land ; that 
I would throw the shield of invincible Rome 
around the Holy City ; that I would secure the 
peace, happiness, and prosperity of Palestine; 
were I not only to promise, but to perform all 
this, and to demand from you no other reward 
but that which Esther, under similar circum¬ 
stances, felt it her solemn duty to bestow upon 
King Ahasuerus; tell me, beautiful Zillah, 
could you, consistently with the obligations 
which you owe to your God, your country, and 
your own conscience, feel yourself justified in 
incurring the awful responsibilities of a refusal? 
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Nay, start not thus angrily from me, nor let 
the impetuous blood redden your cheeks, your 
very forehead, though it emblazons your beauty, 
even as when I first beheld you in the forest of 
Aricia. Your looks of indignation tell me 
what you would urge—that Esther became the 
Persian’s wife. WhjTmay not Zillah hereafter 
become Mark Antony’s ? Vashti was divorced 
—Octavia may be discarded in the same man¬ 
ner ; and if Zillah, taking compassion upon 
Jerusalem and the Jews, will imitate the pious 
and illustrious Esthta", and accompany me into 
the East, she shall, if she desire it, be made 
chief Priestess of the Temple of the Sun, at 
Alexandria—a dignity little less than regal, and 
one which I had intended to reserve for a near 
relation of my own.” 

Zillah was for some seconds absolutely para¬ 
lysed by the distraction of contending emotions. 
Amazement, indignation, disgust at the impious 
thought that her religion and patriotism should 
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be made the advocates for her prostitution; 
horror at the outrageous notion of her becoming 
a heathen priestess,—were all struggling to find 
a vent, and yet were all repressed by the same 
considerations that had influenced the Sagan to 
command his ebullient rage. She did feel the 
awful responsibility to wfiich Antony had allu¬ 
ded, and having previously learned the promising 
state and approaching close of the negotiation, 
she hesitated at endangering its failure, by any 
intemperate language. Or at giving full vent to 
her tingling indignation, until she should have 
had an opportunity of consulting her father as 
to the conduct it became her to adopt. Con¬ 
quering, therefore, the resentment that fired her 
bosom, she exclaimed with a forced, and yet 
scornful composure—“ I do not consider that 
this insult has been offered to myself, but to her 
for whom you mistook me. Recollect yourself. 
Sir; you have not been addressing a Pagan 
damsel, such as those with whom it may have 
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been your wont to indulge in dalliance and loose 
discourse; but Zillali, the daughter of Malaehi 
Ben Lachish, the Sagan of Jerusalem ,—a pious 
Hebrew maiden, who need not command you to 
abstain from any such audacity in future, since 
she herself will take care that her ears shall 
never again be thus polluted.” So saying, she 
instantly averted her eyes, and walked slowly 
out of the apartment. 

Antony was stung to the quick; not by her 
words, for they were calmly uttered, and 
touched him not; but by that mingled look of 
horror and contempt, which was much sharper 
than her rebuke; by that indignant outbursting 
of her soul, which as it kindled her eyes, and 
made the boiling blood leap into every redden¬ 
ing vein from brow to bosom, convinced him 
that his suit was utterly hopeless; that he was 
an object of unutterable scorn and loathing to 
her whom he had been thus humbling himself 
to propitiate. “ Aha! it is well, it is very 
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well!” he muttered to himself with a malicious 
sneer, and in a tone of bitterly wounded pride; 
“ I am not sorry that the insolent barbarian 
has driven me to the necessity of that violence 
which I would have condescended to spare her. 
I have tamed more haughty termagants than 
this; if her heart will not bend it must break; 
at all events, she shall quickly learn that Mark 
Antony suffers not his wishes to be thwarted ; 
and he walked rapidly out of the house, as if re¬ 
solved to concert instant measures for the grati¬ 
fication of his desires and of his lesentment, botli 
of which now pointed towards the same uctim. 

If any thing could aggravate Zillah’s indig¬ 
nation at the insult she had just received, it was 
the contrast which it presented to the tender 
and respectful homage she had invariably expe¬ 
rienced from the youthful Felix: a distinguished 
soldier, like Mark Antony, and of a descent 
equally illustrious, but oh ! how different in his 
demeanour, in every thing! How delicate in his 



80 


ZILLAH; 


deference, how liberal and comparatively en¬ 
lightened amid all the prejudices of his Fagan 
education, how touching in his deep melancholy, 
how fervent in the gratitude with which every 
cell of his heart appeared to be suffused, how 
elevated in his sentiments, how pure and irre¬ 
proachable in his conduct, surrounded as he 
was by the temptations of youth and opulence, 
and exposed to all the corrupting examples of 
heathen profligacy!—He, too, had been an al¬ 
most daily visitant during the interval that had 
elapsed since the occurrence at the theatre, 
every fresh interview ingratiating him more and 
more into the favour of his Hebrew friends. 
Even the Sagan’s deep-rooted aversion to the 
Pagans admitted a certain degree of modifica¬ 
tion in favour of Felix, whose superior amiabi¬ 
lity and intelligence he gradually brought him¬ 
self to allow, and whom he gladly accepted as 
their guide in all their excursions, in preference 
to the sly and sneering Pyttalus. Gabriel 
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chanted his praises all day long, calling him 
the very Phoenix of the Gentiles, especially 
after he had prevailed upon him to exchange 
the pale sardonyx in his ring for one of a rud¬ 
dier hue, and a more rare transparence; and it 
must not be supposed, because Zillah was ge¬ 
nerally silent when these eulogiums were pro¬ 
nounced by others, and never hazarded any 
herself, that she was less sensible of his merits, 
less penetrated by his ardent gratitude, less 
touched by his manifest yet timid homage, less 
profoundly interested in his fate. In some of 
their conversations he had partly revealed to her 
the latent sources of his melancholy; and thp 
peculiar delicacy of female tact soon enabling 
her to divine the remainder, she generally 
turned the discourse upon those subjects, the 
obscurity of which had thrown a gloom over his 
mind, a gloom which she believed it to be within 
her power, as much as she felt it to be her in¬ 
clination, to dissipate. Imagining herself to be 
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following a mere religious impulse in thus cheer¬ 
ing the despondency and enlightening the mind 
of a poor benighted youth, whose life she had 
accidentally been the means of preserving, and 
whose bewildered, wandering soul she was 
anxious to bring into the path of the only true 
and consoling faith, she was not herself aware 
how much her heart had already become inter-^ 
ested in these suggestions of duty, how impa¬ 
tiently she expected the renewal of their confer¬ 
ences, how keenly she felt the disappointment if 
any thing occurred to prevent them. 

This, however, was a rare event; for Felix, 
who looked forward to them with an intensity 
of delighted expectation that absorbed every 
faculty of his soul, suffered no necessity that 
was not imperative and insuperable to wrench 
him from her presence. Zillah lent him a 
Greek version of the Pentateuch belonging to 
her father; and Felix, who was perfectly con¬ 
versant with that language, devoured its con- 
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tents with an avidity only to be equalled by the 
rapt, concentrated, and almost breathless atten¬ 
tion with which he listened to his fair instruc¬ 
tress, as she expounded to him such passages as 
required illustration, or translated for him at 
every visit certain portions of the Prophets. At 
first his mind was bewildered by the sublimity 
of the prospects opened to it, dazzled by the 
sudden influx of too great a light; while the 
incomprehensibility of some things, the appa¬ 
rently objectionable nature of others, and the 
credulous fanaticism which he had always heard 
attributed to the Jews, kept him in an inter¬ 
mediate state between implicit faith and total 
disbelief. What he did receive, however, was 
suificient to expel for ever the last lingering 
dregs of Paganism; while the discussion of such 
exhilarating and purifying subjects, together 
with the occasional gleams of a brighter and 
more glorious light than any that had yet 
dawned upon his soul, chased away much of 
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the cloudy gloom and despondency by which it 
had been saddened. This was an additional sti¬ 
mulant to his gratitude; and whatever might be 
the indecision in his faith, there was none what¬ 
ever in his passionate devotedness to his fair in¬ 
structress. It increased with every interview; his 
companionless heart and his unsupported soul 
had at length found the associate and the sus¬ 
taining prop for which they had so long been 
yearning; and Felix offered another example 
that the torch of love never burns so brightly, 
so purely, so unquenchably, as when it is kin¬ 
dled at the ffaming altar of religion. 

When Zillah reached her own room, after 
the departure of Mark Antony, she had, in the 
first instance, resolved to communicate to her 
father, as soon as he should return, the gross 
indignity to which she had been subjected; but 
when her abated resentment allowed a more 
deliberate communing with her own thoughts, 
she determined to defer this communication; 
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at least for four-and* twenty hours. She knew 
that the Sagan was to have an interview with 
Antony next day, which was expected to be 
final, and favourable. Every thing, indeed, 
announced the immediate termination of the 
embassy. Pyttalus had called in the morning, 
and, declaring that his illustrious patron now 
held himself warranted in accepting the jewels, 
since the ambassadors were so soon to receive 
their dismissal, had carried them off’ with him- 
This he would have done without the ceremony 
of any written acknowledgment; but Gabriel, 
who could hanuy part from his darlings without 
weeping, and desired at least to have something 
to show for them, drew up a very circumstantial 
receipt, which the Greek signed, and bore away 
the treasure. Knowing the choleric, the un¬ 
governable temper of her father, Zillah dreaded 
lest by any sudden ebullition of wrath in the 
present most critical state of affairs, he might 
mar all the prospects of the embassy,, and com- 
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promise the interests of the whole Jewish nation. 
Of such a calamity she dreaded to become the 
cause; if she tried not to avert it, she would 
hereafter have unceasing occasion for self-re¬ 
proach ; an incalculable good might be accom¬ 
plished, while no commensurate danger was to 
be apprehended, from delaying the communi¬ 
cation for a single day ; and the result of this 
summary was a determination to say nothing 
to her father until after his next interview with 
Mark Antony. 

The anxiety of her thoughts at night chasing 
sleep from her pillow, she wrapped herself up 
in a warm mantle, threw open the linen bjinds, 
seated herself by the window, and gazed upon 
the garden beneath. It was past the hour of 
midnight, and although probably a perfect 
silence had not for several centuries existed in 
Rome, the mighty roar of its morning tumult 
was no longer heard; 'its - countless swarms 
were mostly buried in sleep, and of those that 
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Still waked and moved, the sounds had dwin¬ 
dled to a distant and indistinct lium. In the 
garden beneath every thing was still and hushed. 
The bright cloudless moon looked serenely 
down through the cool clear air, silvering over 
the sloping roofs of the surrounding houses, 
and the trees, and the heads of three or four 
statues mounting guard upon the terrace below, 
with a white light, which reposed immovably 
upon them like a thin snow. Now and then a 
slight passing breeze occasioned a gentle rust¬ 
ling amid the leaves, but it was only as if they 
were murmuring in their sleep; anon they be¬ 
came motionless and silent as before, not a 
breeze, not a leaf, not a shadow moving, and 
even the statues looking as if they had fallen 
asleep where they stood. So profound a tran¬ 
quillity in the midst of such a world of thick 
clustering houses, and so dense a population as 
that of Rome, carried with it, to Zillah’s ap¬ 
prehensions, an afiecting sense of loneliness, as 
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if she were looking out upon a city of the dead ; 
while there was, at the same time, something 
soothing in the thought, that she was brought 
into communion with Nstfure—with the moon, 
the skies, and the trees, even in the focus of a 
thronged metropolis. 

Such meditations were soon dissipated by 
emotions of the most lively astonishment not 
unmixed with alarm ; for suddenly, from amid 
the trees on the shaded side of the garden, 
where, however, she could discern no object, 
perceive no signs of motion, she heard the 
notes of a sackbut, playing the same low and 
gentle.prelude which she distinctly remembered 
to have heard from the mysterious Esau when 
he had serenaded her at the same hour from 
the inn-yard at Solomon’s Well. Clear as she 
was with respect to the identity of the music, she 
almost hesitated to trust her senses; but this 
momentary delusion was soon chased away, when 
the unseen minstrel, having ascertained probably 
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thaf* his strains would now be caught by the 
ear for which' they were intended, struck the 
chords with a wilder and more rapid move¬ 
ment, and in the same sweet and manly voice 
which she had formerly heard, although in a 
less subdued tone, poured forth this lay of 
warning:— 

• “ O Maiden of Jerusalem! beware! beware! 

O listen to my song, Lady fair! 

There’s a net above your head. 

And a pitfall where you tread. 

And around your path is spread 

A snare.” 

“ O listen. Rose of Sharon, to my lay, to my lay. 

And its warning voice implicitly obey ; 

’Tis Antony has set 
The pitfall, snare, and net. 

But flight may shun them yet. 

Away!” 


These words, answering so exactly to the 
promptings of her own fears, fell upon her 
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heart like the voice of some supernatural being : 
of her guardian angel, percliance,' for such their 
quick intelligence of her danger, .and their 
friendly import, might almost warrant her in 
concluding. She gazed, therefore, towards the 
spot whence the sounds had emanated with a 
feeling that almost amounted to solemn awe, 
when, after a pause of some continuance, she 
heard a rustling amid the leaves, and lo! 
Esau, the self-styled wild man of the mountain, 
came forth, holding a sackbut in his hand, 
walked slowly across the moon-lit garden, and 
again disappeared amid the deep shade of the 
trees on the opposite side. “ Amazement!” 
ejaculated Zillali in an almost breathless whis¬ 
per. “ How did he gain admittance to this en¬ 
closure ? how learned he the designs of Antony 
against which he would guard me who ap¬ 
prised him of our place of residence in Rome ? 
and why, if his purposes be thus friendly, 
does he not come forward to avow them—to 
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specify the nature of my peril—to shield me 
from mine enemy ? But hist! hist! he may 
renew his song, and -give me a clearer insight 
into the snares by which I am environed.” In 
this expectation she remained for a considera¬ 
ble time at the window, but all was again 
hushed, no sound met her eager ear, no move¬ 
ment caught her watchful eye; it, was clear 
that her kind monitor, having accomplished 
the purpose of his visit, had effected his re¬ 
treat. Feeling herself chilled by the night at¬ 
mosphere, she at length closed the blinds, and 
threw herself upon the bed, a prey to bewilder¬ 
ment and anxiety that banished every thought 
of slumber. 

Although the perils which had been so long 
encompassing her, seemed now about to close 
and grasp her; although the storm which had 
been gathering was now ready to burst upon 
her devoted head; although the dark predic¬ 
tions of Nabal were manifestly upon the point 
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of receiving their accomplishment, Zillah’s most 
prevalent feelings for the moment were asto¬ 
nishment at the inexplicable conduct of Esau, 
and curiosity to know who and what he was. 
In serenading her in Palestine, he had indeed 
talked of following her o’er earth and ocean, 
as the shadow pursues the cloud: a pledge 
which he had hitherto faithfully redeemed, 
though for what possible object, it puzzled all 
her apprehensions to divine. His purposes 
appeared- to be friendly; and yet why, since 
he possessed some occult means of tracking her 
steps, discovering her abode, and penetrating 
into the enclosed garden of her residence, did 
he never seek an interview, never introduce 
himself to the acquaintance of the Sagan ? Nor 
were his powers of detecting the secret purpo¬ 
ses of others bmited to her own affairs; for he 
had equally fathomed the yet undeveloped 
machinations of Mark Antony, and instantly 
cautioned her against them. By his own ac- 
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count he was a man of blood and violence; his 
very looks bespoke a resolute and undaunted 
character: it was little compatible, however, 
with the former attribute, that he should devote 
himself to the romantic benevolence of follow¬ 
ing and -endeavouring to protect an unknown 
female; or with the latter, that he should dis¬ 
charge this kind office in so covert and skulk¬ 
ing a manner. All that appertained to him 
was mystery, and yet it rendered her own fate 
more manifest; his admonitions clearly indica¬ 
ted that the predictions of Nabal were about 
to be fulfilled, but they went beyond those 
ambiguous prophecies, they pointed to the 
specific danger, they warned her against Mark 
Antony; and feeling a deep conviction in her 
own mind that the hour of trial was at hand, it 
only remained that she should summon her 
energies to her aid, and commit herself to the 
protection of Heaven. To avoid the evil, if 
possible, would however be infinitely better 
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than to encounter it; and Esau’s recommenda¬ 
tion of flight coinciding perfectly with her own 
wishes, she resolved, immediately after the in¬ 
terview of the next morning, which was ex¬ 
pected to decide the fate of the embassy, to 
communicate every thing that had occurred to 
her father and Gabriel, and to urge a secret, 
instant, and rapid flight from Rome. Com¬ 
forted in some degree by the hope that this 
might yet be safely accomplished, she again 
commended herself most fervently to Heaven, 
and at length sunk to sleep. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 


It had been settled that the Sagan and Ga¬ 
briel, after their conference with Antony, should 
proceed to a distance of about three miles from 
Rome, for the purpose of inspecting a stupen¬ 
dous aqueduct, carried upon lofty arches over 
a deep valley. These are the sights I like,” 
said the Sagan. “ Show me not the stately 
temples of the Pagans, for they are but the 
splendid shame of a hateful and besotted idola¬ 
try ; nor their triumphal arches, columns, and 
obelisks, for they arc cemented with the blood 
with which their insatiable ambition has inun¬ 
dated every quarter of the world; nor their 
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palaces and proud mansions, for they are but 
the evidences of individual luxury and pride;— 
but an aqueduct, that ministers to the comfort 
of the pauper and the pilgrim, is the glory of 
its builder: it is a structure that may be con¬ 
templated without a single painful association ; 
wherefore it is one that I little expected to be¬ 
hold in Rome. Gird up your loins, Gabriel, 
and let us be gone; for something whispers me 
that we shall have pleasant tidings from the 
Triumvir, ahd the hour approaches when he has 
appointed us to call upon him.” 

The Sagan’s pleasant anticipations proved fal¬ 
lacious for on their arrival at Antony’s palace, 
they were informed, to their no small surprise 
and disappointment, that he had not been at 
home since the previous evening, nor was it 
known when his return might be expected. As 
it was possible that some public business of im¬ 
portance might have compelled his absence, for 
they had hitherto always found him punctual 
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in his engagements with_them, they resolved to 
prosecute their intention of visiting the Aque¬ 
duct, and to call a second time upon their re¬ 
turn. They accordingly again presented them¬ 
selves at his gate, after an interval of several 
hours, without, however, being able to gain any 
farther intelligence respecting him, or even to 
obtain sight of Pyttalus, who was stated to be 
absent upon business. No alternative therefore 
remained but to return to their lodgings, which 
they did in a somewhat ungracious mood; for 
the Sagan was offended by an impunctuality 
which savoured of disrespect, and both were 
disappointed in proportion to the sanguine hopes 
with which they had set out in the morning. 

On reaching the sitting apartment, Zillah did 
not present herself, as usual, to welcome their 
return, nor was there any reply when the Sagan 
called her name aloud. He proceeded to her 
bed-room, he traversed every chamber of their 
lodgings, still pronouncing her name, and still 
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without discovering t^ object of his search; 
and his first surprise was quickening' into a 
vague feeling of apprehension, when he heard 
the voice of Simon proceeding from the kitchen, 
and indicating, by its hilarious tones, that he 
was in a mood of unusual merriment. Thither 
he instantly hurried, followed by Gabriel, when, 
upon opening the door, they beheld the Levite 
reding about the room in a state of complete 
intoxication, holding a wine-cup in his hand 
the wrong side upwards, while he half-mumbled 
and half-hickupped the burthen of a Bacchana¬ 
lian song, which, to the additional amazement 
of his auditors, he thus gave in the Roman lan¬ 
guage, “ ‘ Glory to Ceres, the beautiful Chloe!— 
Sing lo Bacche! Evohe! Evoe!’—that’sacapital 
song; but I forget all the rest on’t: better than 
Jonathan the Tanner’s ‘ Let us drink and sine 
—And merrily fling—Our bowls at the head of 
sorrow’—though that’s not a bad one.—Heh ! 
Hell! droll fellow that Zerah ! Hick !” 
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“ Holy Moses!” ejaculated the Sagan, “ he 
has committed the sin of Nadab and Abihu— 
the man is drunken with wine.” Simon, endea¬ 
vouring to steady himself, as he heard these 
words, bent upon his visitants his vacant, fixed, 
fuddled eyes, which were covered with a pur¬ 
plish film, till they looked like a couple of 
giapes; and though his master’s presence fajled 
to restore his consciousness, it produced a bodily 
effect that savoured of momentary sobriety, for 
his relaxed limbs and muscles resumed their 
customary rigidity, he drew himself bolt up¬ 
right, and in a loud solemn voice, as if he were 
officiating in the Temple, pronounced the words 
“ Amen! Amen ! Selah !” Another “ Hick !” 
however, threw him back into his former state, 
his joints melted into involuntary flexibility, his 
features loosened into an asinine chuckle, and 
putting his arm around the Sagan with a maud¬ 
lin fondness, he mumbled, “You’re a good 
fellow, Zerah, and that’s a capital song of 
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yours—‘ Sing lo Bacche! Evohe! Evoe!’ but 
you shan't sneak away,—By the altar! by the 
horns ! you shan't, till we’ve had t'other cup— 
So here goes! Hick !” In his unavailing ef¬ 
forts to bring the bottom of the cup to his lips, 
he reeled about the room, exclaiming, “ Hallo! 
steady, boys, steady ! how the chairs and tables' 
are dancing about!—that’s the worst of being 
at tea, and it makes a fellow feel so cruelly 
qualmish :—but we shall soon reach Brun— 
Brun—Brun—Heh ! I forget the rest on’t.— 
Hick!” 

“ Thou Nadab ! thou unworthy Israelite!” 
cried .the Sagan, seizing and shaking him, 
“ where is my daughter ? where is Zillah ? with 
whom and whither has she gone ? Speak, thou 
shame to the Levites!” 

“ Levites! Heh ! always calling for the poor 
Levites!—sing to the musicians—mount guard— 
trim the lamps of the Temple—carry wood to the 
altar—draw water; always the poor Le—Hick!” 
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“ Drunkard !” cried Gabriel, again shaking 
him, “ answer! where is Zillah ? Heard you 
not the Sagan’s question 

“ It is vain to question this sot,” said the 
Sagan; “ the wu’etched man is stupihed with 
filthy wine.” 

“ Filthy! I like that. It was prime strong 
Chian, every drop. Heh ! I wonder what hea¬ 
ven means by giving such cap—cap—capital— 
Hick!—to the Pagans. ‘ Let us drink and sing 
—And merrily fling—Droll fellow that Jona¬ 
than the Tanner—Hick !” 

“ Come away, come away !” cried the Sagan, 
impatiently; “we lose time with this wretch: 
his brains are drowned; lot him be locked up, 
and we will interrogate him when he is sober.'” 

“ Once more I ask you,” said Gabriel, willing 
to make a final effort, “ what has become of 
Zillah ? whither has she gone ?” 

“ Is he gone ?” demanded Simon, fixing his 
grapy eye upon the wall; “ is Zerah gone, and 
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without leaving me any more Chian ? What a 
shabby~Hick! Wasn’t it a good song ? ‘ Glory 
to Ceres, the beautiful Chloe,—Sing lo Bacche, 
Evohe! EvoeIn endeavouring to bring the 
cup to his lips, it fell to the floor, when, after 
two vain attempts to pick it up, he over-reached 
himself, tumbled at his full length beside i# 
resigned himself to his drunkenness, and made 
no farther efforts to rise. 

• “ Eli!” ejaculated the Sagan, “ bow has 
this happened ? I never saw him thus before. 
And where is my child, my dear Zillah ? O 
Gabriel! Gabriel! my mind misgives me sadly.” 
His kinsman suggested that she had probably 
gone out with Maia, perhaps with Marcia, and 
that her return might be momentarily expect¬ 
ed. But the time slipped away, the night began 
to close, she appeared not; and her father’s 
anxiety at length becoming intolerable, he pro¬ 
posed that they should sally forth to make 
enquiries at the houses of the two females who 
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had been mentioned. They did so; but neither 
of them had seen or heard any thing of Zillah. 
They proceeded to the mansion of Mark An¬ 
tony, where they at length saw Pyttalus, who 
declared, and upon this occasion he spoke the 
truth, that he knew nothing respecting her, 
tand was utterly unable to account for her dis¬ 
appearance; adding, that his noble patron had 
not yet returned from the country. Of whom 
to enquire next they knew not. Zillah was 
not in the habit of visiting or going out witli 
any other females; and if she had sallied forth 
by herself—an occurrence, however, which was 
highly improbable—nothing but some terrible 
casualty could account for her absence, for no 
other could have prevented her, affectionate 
and considerate as she was, from conveying the 
intelligence of it to her friends. What might 
be the nature of the calamity in such a place 
as Rome, it was useless to conjecture ; and yet 
the Sagan, after their return to their lodgings. 
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passed several hours in conjuring up every 
possible misfortune, in order that it might 
suggest to him some remedial course of action, 
for he was utterly at a loss what measures 
to adopt. Gabriel, in the mean time, made 
enquiry of the other inmates of the house, and 
antong the neighbours, perambulating the ad¬ 
joining streets, and interrogating almost every 
one whom he encountered, but all without 
effect;—no one had seen any such female; no 
one could furnish the least clue to account for 
her mysterious disappearance. The Sagan, who 
had awaited his return with those sanguine 
promptings of hope which are sometimes sug¬ 
gested by the very depth of our misery, was 
utterly overcome by these tidings. “ Adonoye!” 
he exclaimed, clasping his hands in the bitter¬ 
ness of his anguish—“ God is my help—none 
other is left to me ! If my child be not soon 
restored, what will remain to me, but that, like 
the wretched wife of Phinehas, I should eja- 



culate ‘ Ichabod! Ichabod!’ the glory is tie- 
parted from me, and so lay me down and 
die ?” 

Gabriel endeavoured to administer to him a 
comfort and hope which was every moment 
growing weaker and weaker in his own bosom.* 
“ Talk not to me of comfort,” cried the Sagan, 
waving him impatiently away with his hand; 
“ My child! my child! restore to me my be¬ 
loved Zillab, the darling of mine eyes ! give her 
back to mine arms, or I will listen to nothing but 
the voice that was heard in Ramah, lamentation 
and bitter weeping; Rachel weeping for her 
children, and refusing to be comforted because 
they were not. Hist! hark ! listen ! did I not 
hear a carriage stop.'’ No—it goes on again. 
Ichabod ! Ichabod ! it has passed away from 
me like my Zillah, who was indeed the glory 
of Israel 1” 

Thus heavily and miserably dragged on the 
night, the wretched father feeling that some 
F 5 
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dreadful calamity was about to burst upon his 
head, investing it every moment with aggra¬ 
vated terrors, because its nature was undefined, 
catching at every sound in the street with an 
exquisite avidity that only terminated in renew¬ 
ed and embittered disappointment, and watch¬ 
ing the approach of every carriage with a flutter 
and intensity of expectation that deejiened the 
sickness and desolation of his soul when he saw 
it pass his door. After having walked up and 
down for some hours until he was almost bewil¬ 
dered with his misery, he declared that his sus¬ 
pense was too torturing to be longer endured, 
and seizing his staff, desired his kinsman to gird 
on his sword, and sally forth with him into the 
streets, although it was now the dead of night. 
Gabriel had great difficulty in dissuading him 
from this wild project, and yet scarcely knew 
what consolation to offer him; for the loss of his 
own daughter was brought so home to his heart 
by the Sagan’s bereavement, that its wounds 
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broke open afresh, and his afflicted looks and 
fast-falling tears’, refuting the hopes which he 
still affected to cherish, rendered nugatory all 
the words of comfort which he poured into the 
unlistening ear of his kinsman. 

With the first dawn of day it occurred to 
him, that Simon might now, perhaps, be enabled 
to throw some light upon the disappearance of 
Zillali; and they accordingly betooK themselves 
to the room in which they had locked him up. 
Sleep had chased away the fumes of intoxica¬ 
tion, and a consciousness of the excess he had 
committed, or rather perhaps of its detection, 
had saddened his countenance with a most rue¬ 
ful, sheepish, and chop-fallen expression. ‘He 
could only recollect that Zillah was in the house 
when a stranger introduced himself into the 
kitchen, said that his name was Zerah, a Hel- 
lenised Hebrew servant settled in Rome, and 
that, learning the arrival of his countryman, 
whom he the more particularly respected as a 
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Levite, he had felt it his duty to call and treat 
him with some Chian wine, which he had 
brought with him in a flask for the purpose. 
“ It was not the wine,” said Simon, “ for 1 
remembered too well the proverb of Solomon— 
‘ Wine is a mocker; strong drink is raging; 
and whosoever is deceived thereby is not wise 
—but I thought you would be offended if I 
offered any discourtesy to a brother Hebrew, 
and one, moreover, who respects the Levitcs, 
and so I tasted of his cup of devils, and lo! 
after a little while, the earth itself began to 
reel to and fro like a drunkard.” Having thus 
satisfactorily proved that the earth was in fault 
more than himself, and that if he had erred at 
all, it was entirely from a fear of offending the 
Sagan, Simon admitted that he could give no 
farther account of Zillah, and confessed that he 
knew nothing of what had subsequently occur¬ 
red in the house. 

“ It is a plot, a plot, a manifest plot!” ex- 
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claimed the Sagan, in a tone of anguish : “ the 
guard was to be intoxicated in order that the 
treasure might be carried off', and no one know 
whither. Ichabod ! Ichabod ! the glory is de¬ 
parted from me for ever 

Simon no sooner understood that he had been 
the dupe of a stratagem which had terminated 
in the abduction of Zillah, and the desolation 
of her relatives, than shame, penitence, and in¬ 
dignation took possession of his soul; and as if 
eager to make atonement for his deep off’ence, 
he grasped his sword, declaring, with a fierce 
look, that if the Sagan would only point out his 
path, he would cut his w'ay through a hundred 
enemies, and bring her back, even were she tied 
to the horns of the Pagan altar of Jupiter. 

“Woe! woe!” cried the afflicted father: 
“ I set thee over her as a watcher and a holy 
one, and thou hast suff'ered the Tabernacle to l)e 
rifled, and the Ark to be carried off’ by the Phi¬ 
listines. The plague of emerods be upon thee ! 
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What boots it now to offer me thy sword ? She 
has fallen into the snare, and we neither know 
who is the fowler, nor in what quarter he hath 
set his nets.” 

When the hour of public business arrived, 
Gabriel and the Sagan betook themselves to a 
magistrate, to make a deposition of their loss, 
and to ask advice how they should act; but he 
could furnish them no clue, no consolation, no 
counsel beyond that of offering a reward for her 
recovery ; and they returned to their dwelling 
in a deeper despondency than ever. Here, 
however, they had not long remained when Fe¬ 
lix made his appearance, and, running up to the 
Sagaii, expressed the greatest surprise and plea¬ 
sure at seeing him, as he had understood that 
he was lying seriously indisposed at a few miles 
distance from Rome. In explanation of this 
strange statement he declared, that on the pre¬ 
vious day, a momentary stoppage of carriages 
liaving occurred in the streets, he had been sur- 
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prised at recognizing Zillah in one of them, 
who informed him, with looks of the greatest 
grief and agitation, that her father having been 
taken suddenly ill, while inspecting an aqueduct 
at some distance from Rome, had sent for her 
that she might join him at a neighbouring inn, 
whither he had been carried, until he should be 
sufficiently recovered to return home. “ I pro¬ 
mised to call early on the following mornftig,” 
said Felix, “ to make enquiry concerning your 
health, and I was about to offer to your daugh¬ 
ter my immediate services, when the carriage 
suddenly drove off, and I saw her no more.” 

“ Ichabod ! Ichabod !” reiterated the Sagan, 
in a tone of the deepest anguish—“ I said it 
was a plot; it is palpable, glaring as the full 
moon. I am a miserable old man; and what 
have I to do, but, like Job after his children 
were destroyed, to curse the hour of ray birth 
and die. But tell me, good Felix, did you recog¬ 
nize the carriage ? was there no one with her ?” 
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“ The carriage I had never seen before ; but 
to my surprise there was a priest of Cybele 
witliin it, one whom I believe to be of doubtful 
character, and not the less so that I have often 
seen him in the company of Mark Antony.” 

“ Of Mark Antony!” shouted the Sagan, 
sharply smiting his thigh with his right hand— 
“ of Mark Antony !” and he repeated the blow. 
‘‘ It is divulged ! disclosed! revealed! O my 
prophetical heart! it ever whispered this to me, 
and yet,.like a coward, I feared to listen to it. 
It was ever prompting me to go to this accursed 
Pagan, this neighing horse of Darius, and say 
to him, as Nathan said to David when he had 
stolen Bathsheba, ‘ Thou art the man !’ Come ! 
quick, quick ! we will no longer tarry; give 
me my staff; gird on your swords, good Gabriel 
and Simon; we will assault this Belial, even in 
his own temple, and at the sacred Hebrew cry 
(»f Jehovah-nissi. The Lord is my banner, its 
walls shall tumble down, as did those of Jeri- 
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cho at the sounding of the ram’s horns.” It 
was a relief to the Sagan that his calamity had 
assumed a definite form ; that his wrongs were 
traceable to a known individual, and his indig¬ 
nant rage was even powerful enough for the 
moment to supersede his grief. His eyes flashed, 
his veins swelled, his beard quivered, he snarled 
with very fury as he grasped his weapon, 
sprung the dagger at its extremity, and pre¬ 
pared to lead his two poor followers to the 
assault of Antony’s strong and stately mansion. 

Felix himself was as deeply afflicted as the 
bereaved and raving father. His knowledge of 
Antony’s libidinous, dissolute character led him 
at once to the conclusion, that he had been 
the author of Zillah’s abduction; and the 
thought of the outrages to which she might at 
that very moment be exposed, together with 
the difficulty, perhaps the impossibility of res¬ 
cuing her from the clutches of so powerful and 
unrelenting an adversary, smote upon his heart 
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with a withering pang of anguish, which re¬ 
vealed to him, for the first time, the depth and 
the intensity of his love. Any such frantic 
scheme, however, as that proposed by the 
Sagan, he well knew to be much better calcu¬ 
lated to defeat than to advance his object, since 
Antony was not a man to be intimidated by 
blustering wrath, or the gleaming of a few 
brandished swords.- Imploring his Hebrew 
friends, therefore, not to rush upon any act of 
desperation, but to command their passions 
until his return, 'he promised to hasten to his 
uncle Sosius, the general, one of Antony’s 
oldest, most valued, and most influential friends, 
by whose interference he pledged himself to 
learn, within an hour or two, whether or not 
their suspicions were well founded; adding, 
that if Antony had really been guilty of this 
atrocity, he would allow his uncle no respite 
ujjfil he had^ persuaded the Triumvir to forego 
his infamous purpose, and restore Zillah to her 
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friends; in default of which he would himself 
liberate her by force, or perish in the attempt. 

So saying, he hastened away ; but it were 
as easy to hush the tempestuous billows by 
singing to them a lullaby, as to allay the boil¬ 
ing blood of the Sagan by giving him counsel 
of gentleness, or even of temporary forbe.^r- 
auce. In his distrust of the Pagans, which was 
rendered more sweeping and undistinguishing 
than ever by this enormity, he imagined that 
Felix himself might be a party to the plot, 
and paying therefore little attention to his as¬ 
surances, he called upon Gabriel and Simon to 
follow him; and the infuriated trio, sallying 
forth with brandished weapons, hurried through 
the streets, made their way to Antony’s door, 
and with angry cries and gestures demanded 
instant admittance. With such an alarming 
summons the porter, very naturally, refused to 
comply, when Simon, anxious tS* redeem his 
credit with his master, by taking the lead in the 
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affray, sprang forward, and wounded him with 
his sword. The man cried out for assistance ; 
a dozen armed retainers rushed from the build¬ 
ing. Simon, after a fiertfe resistance, was sur¬ 
rounded, made prisoner, and dragged into the 
lodge; the Sagan and Gabriel were disarmed, 
and warned to retire instantly, if they wished 
to avoid sharing his fate; when the partisans of 
Antony returned into the Atrium, and the gates 
were again closed. 

Utterly astounded at his own helplessness, 
and this rapid demolition of all his liopes, the 
Sagan’s impotent fury was succeeded by a burst 
of grief, to which he abandoned himself with 
all the ungovernable vehemence that ever dis¬ 
tinguished the passionate transports of the He¬ 
brews. Throwing himself upon the ground, 
while the tears gushed from his eyes, he gr<v 
veiled in the dust, scattered it upon his head, 
tote his half and beard, rent his garments, and 
with groans and cries imprecated a thou.sand 
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curses upon the despoiler who had robbed him 
of his child. Compassionating his almost deli¬ 
rious agony, a passenger whispered to him, that 
if he had been wroi%ed by Mark Antony, his 
only chance of redress consisted in an appeal to 
the Senate. At these words a new ray of hope 
seemed to dart athwart his mind. He started 
upon his feet, and crying out to Gabriel, “ To 
the Senate! To the Senate!” rushed through 
the streets, in the direction of the house in 
which they were then assembled. 

Never, perhaps, had that august body been 
startled by a more appalling apparition than 
when the Sagan, thrusting aside the officers and 
doorkeepers, burst suddenly into the very midst 
of their assemblage, his hair and beard wildly 

'i^ 

di.shevel]ed, his garments tom, his face disfi- 
gured with dust, through which the tears had 
washed themselves a channel, his looks and 
gestures exhibiting all the passionate grief of 
a maniac. “ Hear me, Romans!” he exclaimed. 
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in a voice rendered lioai«e by his emotions: 
“ Ye call yourselves Conscript Fathers—’tis as 
such that I appeal to you,—^and more especially 
to such of you as have daughters, for ye know 
not how soon my wrongs' and miseries may be 
your own. Mark Antony,—he whom you have 
set in authority over you, and chosen him as 
your Triumvir, has robbed me of my daughter, 
of a virgin of Israel; and I denounce him to 
you as a villain, and a ravisher. Ye are the 
descendants of the same Romans who dethroned 
and expelled the Tarquins for the indignity 
perpetrated upon Lucretia; who abolished the 
Decemvirs for the insult offered to Virginia; 
and I demand of you the punishment of the 
not less infamous and guilty Antony, and the 
restoration of^y abducted daughter.” 

The Senator^were actually aghast with ter¬ 
ror at such audacious language; for the recol- 
lection of the recent proscriptions and massacres 
committed by the Triumvirate, made them 
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shudder at the thought of irritating^ the violent 
Antony, whom, had they not been pai’alysed 
by sudden' amazement, they would never have 
allowed to be thus publicly and insultingly ar¬ 
raigned. No sooner, however, had one of the 
Consuls recollected himself, than he called out 
with an angry voice, “ Lictors and officers 1 why 
have ye dared to neglect your duty in .suffering 
this brawling maniac to insult us with his rav¬ 
ings Seize the frantic wretch, and thrust him 
forth into the street.” • 

“ You must be gone quickly from the Hall,” 
said one of the Lictors, laying his hands upon 
the Sagan ;—“ we listen not here to complaints 
against the illustrious Mark Antony: he is 
master of every thing in Rome, and there is no 
redress for you.” 

“ Thou liest. Pagan !” passionately shouted 
the Sagan :—“ if not on earth, there is at least 
redress in Heaven;” and suddenly throwing 
himself upon his knees, while he lifted his 
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clasped and trembling hands above his head, 
and upturned his streaming eyes, he solemnly 
exclaimed in the Hebrew language, “O thou 
Almighty, future, present, and past, great JE¬ 
HOVAH ! Thou who threshest the mountains 
and beatest them small—who breakest the heads 
ot whales in the deep -waters—whose chariot of 
war is the earth-darkening cloud, whose spear 
the lightning, and whose battle-shout the thun¬ 
der, hear thy servant—hear me for thy beloved 
Abraham’s sake, for thy faithful Isaac’s sake, 
and for thy holy Israel’s sake! Have pity 
upon a pious virgin of Jerusalem. Deliver 
my daughter, the delight of my heart, from 
the power of the dog! rescue my darling from 
the lions! Let not the ravisher triumph in his 
iniquity—suffer not a Pagan, an idolater, to 
pluck away a daughter of thy chosen people! 
Bow down thy heavens, and come forth, O 
Lord ! Stretch out thy red right hand—seize 
him even on the throne of his guilt—heave him 
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towards the sky as a terrible warning—wave 
him towards the four quarters of the earth as 
an appalling evidence of wrath; and then with 
thy avenging sword smite him and break his 
cheek-bone, so that he shall neither bite nor 
ask for mercy—cleave his reins, spill his gall 
upon the ground, rend the caul of his heart—^let 
the young ravens pick out his eyes, let the fee t 
and the tongues of dogs be red with his blood, 
and may his skull be rolled into the dark 
corner of a cave, as a plaything for the lion’s 
cub !” 

Although they understood not this terrible 
malediction, multitudes of the senators now 
rose from their seats, calling to their officers 
with loud and angry cries, to drag out the 
barbarian who thus insolently disturbed their 
proceedings; when the half-distracted Sagan, 
as the Lictors were hauling him forth, retorted 
upon the clamourers with a new fury,—“ Cow¬ 
ards ! slaves! abject degenerate Romans! the 
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curse of a childless father fall upon ymir heads, 
and wither up your hearts! May your rulers 
share the fate of Phinehas and Hophni, the 
abusers of the women assembled in the courts 
of the Tabernacle! May ye be cut off with 
the edge of the sword, like the base Shechem- 
ites, who supported their prince in the rape 
of Dinah! May your proud city, like the 
accursed and fire-devoted towns of the Canaan- 

ites-” His voice, which in his vehement 

ravings had already broken into hoarseness, 
now choked in his throat; he coughed, struggled 
violently, and, just as he reached the vestibule, 
the unfortunate Sagan, overcome by the com¬ 
bined effects of sleeplessness, inanition, and 
passionate emotions, fell senseless into the arms 
of Gabriel. By the assistance of some humane 
bystanders he was conveyed to a coach, and 
Gabriel, tortured at once by the recollection of 
his own loss, and the miserable plight of his 
kinsman, accompanied him home. It was an 
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inexpressible relief to him when the motion of 
the carriage gradually revived the sufferer, who 
had now become calni from mere exhaustion, 
and, appearing to be'feomparatively resigned to 
his fate, suffered himself to be assisted into the 
house, and placed in an arm chair, without 
uttering a syllable. To the no small surprise 
of Gabriel, Simon presently made his appear¬ 
ance, stating that, after a short confinement, he 
had been liberated by the interference of Pyt- 
talus, who had restored the captured arras, and 
charged him with a message to the Sagan, 
counselling his immediate flight from Rome, 
since Antony, after such a public and unatona¬ 
ble insult, would be sure to pursue him with 
his vengeance—a vengeance, Pyttalus had em¬ 
phatically added, which never spared the lives 
of those who once came within its grasp, 

“Thevillain I the Pagan robber !” exclaimed 
Gabriel. “ What! would he swindle us out of 
our jewels, and then bid us be gone from Rome ! 

G 2 
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Let him restore to us our precious carbuncles 
and rubies, our pearls, sapphires, jacinths,^ and 
sardonyxes, our chrysoprasus, jasper, and chry¬ 
solite, or I will not stir a foot.” 

“ Let him but restore to me the jewel be¬ 
yond all price, my darling Zillah,” said the 
Sagan, raising himself in his chair and speak¬ 
ing in a faint voice; “ and I will willingly 
fly from this Pagan city of desolation. But 
without my child I will never quit its walls. 
Let him wreak bis vengeance; let him heap 
coals of fire upon my head; I will sit in the 
dust, I will eat ashes, I will endure mockery 
and torments, and patiently await my death, 
but I will not—I will not—I will not stir from 
Rome without my Zillah.” Exhausted by the 
effort of speaking, he gave a deep groan, and 
again sunk back into his chair. Simon now 
quitted the apartment; and Gabriel, unable to 
suggest any subject of hope or consolation to 
his afflicted kinsman, could only remind him of 
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the patience of Job under much greater trials, 
and counsel a similar resignation to the will of 
Heaven. But the ojd man was inconsolable; 
he waved his hand and shook his head impa¬ 
tiently, as if determined not to listen to any 
words of comfort.—“ Forbear, forbear!” he 
exclaimed.—“ Now may I say in imitation of 
Naomi—call me not Malachi, which signifieth 
Angel of the Lord, but rather Marah, for the 
Lord hath dealt bitterly with me; or ITavilali, 
for I am a prey to heavy grieving; or Israel, 
for my soul is hlled with struggling. Talk 
not to me, Gabriel—I will not quit this Beth- 
jeshimoth, this hoqse of desolation. Bring me 
sackcloth and ashes, and let me gird myself with 
a cord, for here will I cast myself upon the 
ground and die.” 

“ I speak it not reproachfully, but in sorrow,” 
said Gabriel, “ when I ask in the words of 
Eliphaz to Job—are the consolations of God 
small to thee ?” 
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“ My child ! my child ! give me my dear 
daughter, or hold thy peace.” 

“ Remember that Abraham never abandoned 
hope, even when-” 

“ Peace ! peace! talk not to a deaf man— 
leave me to my own miserable thoughts.” 

Seeing that his kinsman was too much over¬ 
whelmed with grief to listen to the words of 
comfort, Gabriel ceased speaking; and a mourn¬ 
ful silence, only interrupted by an occasional 
heavy groan, had now lasted for a considerable 
time, when loud outcries were heard in the 
passage, the door was violently forced open, and 
Simon again burst into thg room, struggling 
furiously with a vulgar-looking stranger, whom 
he at length succeeded in hurling to the ground, 
and, throwing himself heavily upon his body, 
pinioned his arms to the floor, loudly and 
hoarsely loading him at the same time with 
every abusive term that the Hebrew vocabulary 
could supply. 
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CHAPTER V. 


In his infamous designs upon Zillah, circum¬ 
stances, which it is unnecessary to detail, had 
determined Mark Antony not to employ Pytta- 
lus, the usual agent of his irregular amours, 
but a priest of Cybele, a man of abandoned 
character, and oqp whom he considered less 
likely perhaps to stickle at those violent mea¬ 
sures which the courageous mind and exalted 
purity of his intended victim might render 
ultimately necessary. Though Mark Antony 
was all but despotic in the present degraded 
state of Rome, and might have perpetrated any 
outrage by a mere act of arbitrary power, it 



128 


zilLah ; 


was not his interest to incur any avoidable un¬ 
popularity, when a rupture with his rival might 
necessitate an early appeal to public opinion; 
and he therefore instructed the priest to carry 
off Zillah in such a manner as to elude, if pos¬ 
sible, all immediate observation, and conse¬ 
quently all subsequent pursuit. To effect this 
purpose, the wary pander had employed a Helle- 
nizcd Jew to intoxicate Simon in the manner 
described; and when he had ascertained that 
the Levite had lost all consciousness, the priest 
suddenly hurried into Zillah’s apartment, in¬ 
forming her that her father had been attacked 
with a paralytic stroke while inspecting the 
Aqueduct, and that his kinsman Gabriel, being 
afraid to leave him, desired the immediate at¬ 
tendance of Zillah to pacify the mind of her 
parent, who was perpetually calling upon her 
name. The sufferer, he stated, had been con¬ 
veyed to an inn in the vicinity of the Temple 
to which he himself belonged; adding, that 



A TALK OP JERUSALEM. 


129 


having hastened to the spot with some cordials, 
as soon as he had learnt the accident, he had 
offered to convey the painful tidings to Zillah, 
and to escort her back to her sick parent,—a 
proposition which had been thankfully accepted, 
and which he accordingly came to execute. 

Anguish and alarm upon her father’s account 
were for the moment so paramount in the agi¬ 
tated mind of Zillah, as completely to absorb 
every other feeling; nor, had she paused to 
weigh the relation she had just heard, a process 
which never suggested itself to her unsuspect¬ 
ing nature, could she have possibly been visited 
by any misgivings, probable as the statement 
was in itself, and corroborated by such circum¬ 
stantial details. That the Sagan had intended 
inspecting the Aqueduct, she already knew, as 
also that he was occasionally liable to slight at¬ 
tacks of paralysis ; while her habitual reverence 
for the ministers of religion, extending itself 
even to Pagan priests, would never allow her to 
G 5 
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believe that they could lend themselves to any 
measures of fraud, falsehood, and atrocity. 
Without a moment’s hesitation, therefore, she 
committed herself to the guidance of her insi¬ 
dious visitant; and, hastily throwing on a walk¬ 
ing-dress, while she ejaculated a momentary 
praypr for her parent’s recovery, she hurried 

out of the house. As this occurred in the mid- 

« 

die of the day, while the street was thronged 
with passengers, their exit was unobserved; 
they shortly afterwards entered a carriage which 
had been stationed for the purpose at a little 
distance; and, but for the accidental encounter 
with Felix, the wily priest would have executed 
his commission with all the secrecy that had 
been enjoined, and with more, probably, than 
had been anticipated, either by himself or his 
employer. 

“ Alas!” exclaimed Zillah, as they drove 
along, “ my poor father has long been subject 
to slight attacks of this nature, from his stand- 
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ing barefoot upon the cold marble of the Tem¬ 
ple,—a practice which few can endiyre with im¬ 
punity, who have not been habituated to it 
from their youth upwards; and I have often 
dreaded the more alarming seizure with which 
he has now been afflicted. But what remedies 
Jiave you applied, and why was he not brought 
back to Rome .''” 

The priest having effectually secured his 
prize, and not wishing to agitate her feelings 
beyond the degree that was essential to his pur¬ 
pose, assured her that although her parent was 
not in a condition to be immediately removed, 
every thing had been administered that could 
tend to his immediate relief, and there was little 
doubt that he would speedily be in a situation 
td return home. 

“ How our driver loiters!” said Zillah, in 
her affectionate impatience: “I know that iny 
dear father is impetuous, choleric at times if his 
wishes be not gratified; and I dread lest the 
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delay of my arrival should aggravate his sym¬ 
ptoms, by irritating his temper.” 

“ Nay, if you desire it, we will accelerate our 
pace, by all means.” There was a sarcasm in 
the tone of this speech, and a sneer in its ac¬ 
companying smile, which might have awakened 
some mistrust in her mind, had not its faculties 
been so completely engrossed by apprehensions 
for her father’s safety, and anxiety to join him. 
Nor did it excite her alarm, when she observed 
that they were in the country ; for she had heard 
Gabriel mention, that the spot they were to 
visit was two or three miles from Rome ;—but 
when it appeared to her that they had consi¬ 
derably exceeded this distance, when the scenery 
became rugged and lonesome, and, upon gazing 
around, she could discern no traces of the Aque¬ 
duct, a sudden flash of doubt shot athwart her 
mind, and she demanded an explanation of her 
companion in accents of imperative eagerness. 
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that seemed to say she would not brook any 
longer silence or equivocation. • 

“ We have just reached the end of our jour¬ 
ney,” replied the priest, with an insulting indif¬ 
ference, for he now knew that his machinations 
had completely succeeded; “ yonder is our 
Temple; the Aqueduct, which you cannot yet 
see, crosses the valley behind it.” 

The Temple of Cybele to which he pointed, 
one of the most ancient structures in the vicinity 
of Rome, and suflFering apparently from dila¬ 
pidation and neglect, as much as from the as¬ 
saults of time, was situated in a sandy rocky 
soil, sequestered from every other habitation, 
and surrounded by aged oaks and fir-trees, se¬ 
veral of which were quite dead from excessive 
antiquity, while all were more or less bald, 
withered, and decayed; a state in which they 
did but the more mournfully and appropriately 
harmonize with the forlorn, desolate character 
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of the building. It w«s low, and had been ori¬ 
ginally massive, but one of the rude columns 
in its front having given way, the crumbling 
pediment was toppling to its fall; the walls 
having been found inadequate to the support of 
the heavy roof, it had been removed at some 
former period, and a covering of thatch sub¬ 
stituted, which was overgrown with lichens and 
wild flowers; while the whole edifice was so 
darkened with the breath of ages, so tinted with 
weather-stains, so choked around with rank 
weeds and a little wilderness of shrubs, that it 
might rather seem some old deserted barn, than 
a Temple of the wife of Saturn. Nature, in 
fact, long left to her own luxuriance, had been 
silently asserting her reign, until she had {ihrtly 
triumphed over the work of Art, the columns 
and walls being mantled with ivy, and the roof 
with moss, so that the entire mass had almost 
assumed a vegetable appearance,—^an evidence 
of neglect which sufficiently attested the deserted 
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state of tlhe fane. Newer and more stately 
structures within the walls of Borne had sup¬ 
planted it; the worshippers had fled; and the 
profligate priests, in order to eke out their scanty 
revenues, had converted it into a house of ac¬ 
commodation for such of the Roman libertines 
as had willing beauties whom they wished to 
meet in secrecy, or refractory ones whom they 
resolved to intimidate and subdue,—in ^riiich 
latter capacity it was now intended to be em¬ 
ployed by Mark Antony. 

A few old ragged goats, which had been nib¬ 
bling tlie scanty herbage on the shady side of 
the building, ceased browsing as Zillah ap¬ 
proached, and gazed at the vehicle with wild 
looks; a solitary vulture, poised on the topmost 
dead bough of one of the oaks, uttered a doleful 
scream, but moved not from her perch; while 
the kites and ravens, that were flapping heavily 
from one tree to another, filled the air with 
harsh discordant croakings,—an ominous greet- 
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ing, which seemed to confirm the dark fore¬ 
bodings that had already begun to agitate the 
bosom of Zillah, and determined her to make 
an instant attempt at extrication, before she was 
beyond all possibility of escape. The recol- 
lection of Esau’s midnight warning, and the 
horrid thought that she had perhaps been de¬ 
coyed from home, only to be placed within the 
clutches of Mark Antony, now flashing like 
lightning athwart her mind, corroborated her 
resolution, and she screamed out to the driver, 
commanding him to stop instantly. Instead of 
obeying this mandate, the man drove more 
rapidly than before; when Zillah placed her 
hand upon the door, intending to leap out of 
the vehicle, notwithstanding the velocity with . 
which it was proceeding,—a purpose, however, 
which w’as perceived, and immediately prevent¬ 
ed by her companion, who forcibly held her in 
her seat. “ Unhand me, ruffian!” she ex¬ 
claimed, struggling violently; “ dare you thus 
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detain a free-bom daughter of Jerusalem against 
her will ? Are you a priest, and can you lend 
yourself to this atrocious outrage ? Whither 
are you carrying me What wild and savage 
place is this ? WJhere is the innWJiere is 
my dear father ? I will go no farther. Stop! 
stop!—^help ! help!’' 

She screamed with all her force, and the 
motion of the carriage at length suddenly 
ceased, for they had now reached the back 
entrance to the Temple. 

Casting a quick and shuddering glance at the 
door, Zillah beheld four tall beardless men, 
whose sleek, effeminate looks and priestly gar¬ 
ments banished from their appearance all that 
ruffianism by which more manly desperadoes 
are generally characterized, although the cold, 
cruel smile upon their passionless faces gave 
but too much reason to suspect that their 
hearts, inured to this odious and cruel office, 
were utterly callous to the appeals of suffering 
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beauty, insensible to the most melting supplica¬ 
tions of female agony. 

“ I will not quit the carriage—I will never at 
least enter tliis building,” said Zillah, assuming 
a forced composure, “ unless I know where I 

am, and why I am brought hither.” —. “ We 

have had many refractory damsels at our gate, 
who have said the same,” observed her compa¬ 
nion ; “ and this is the way in which we have 
always prevented them from keeping their 
word.” So saying, he laid hands upon her, his 
fellow priests assisted, and they proceeded to 
drag her from the vehicle by main force. 
Struggling against the indignity thus offered to 
her, the unfortunate Zillah again shrieked 
aloud for help. “You may spare your cries,” 
said the leader of the priestly gaffg; “ they 
will be heard by none in this solitude, unless 
by the goats that belong to the Temple, or the 
rooks and ravens that haunt the trees. You, 
Septimus and Piso ! secure her other arm ; the 
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young barbarian has the Strength of Milo. So, 
now let us bear her forward.” 

Forced from the carriage, and unable to offer 
any effectual resistance, Zillah was borne into 
the building, and. deposited in a chair; when 
the perpetrators of the outrage withdrew, not, 
however, until they had again assured her that 
her outcries would be unavailing, and that she 
might as well submit quietly to a fate which 
had befallen prouder and more scornful beauties 
than herself, and which was at all events utterly 
inevitable. When she had a little recovered 
from the first burst of her indignant agitation, 
Zillah took a rapid survey of the apartment, 
or the prison, as she might now term it, wherein 
she was immured. It was a square chamber, 
of which tfte stonewalls had been once painted 
with rude figures, representing a procession of 
the wild Corybantes, with their drums and 
tabrets, spears and bucklers; but many were 
effaced by time, and the few gaunt processionists 
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that remained, showed dim and discoloured, 
like spectres of the olden times. There was 
but one small window to the room, which was 
near the ceiling, and secured with iron-bars; 
while the door, which she had heard carefully 
locked and bolted on the outside, was of solid 
oak studded with large nails. From such a 
place of confinement there was no chance of 
escape; but while this primary object had been 
strictly attended to, the comfort of its unhappy 
inmate had not been altogether neglected. The 
floor was thickly strewed with dried reeds, 
there were chairs and a table in the room, and 
on the stone slab of a small recess had been 
placed some viands, not .inelegantly displayed, 
together with two drinking-horns and a flask of 
wine. 

After this brief survey of her prison, Zillah 
endeavoured to collect her scattered thoughts, 
to commune with herself, and to perpend what 
probable fate she had to expect,—what mode of 



A TALE OF JERUSALEM. 


141 


action, if any, would be the most likely to evade 
it. Prayer she had ever been instructed to 
consider her best resource in moments of tribu¬ 
lation or imminent jeopardy, and she therefore 
addressed herself to Heaven for protection with 
a fervour commensurate with the urgency of 
her need, and the apparent hopelessness of all 
other succour. Somewhat tranquillized by this 
act, she could review the occurrence of the 
morning with a comparative degree of calmness; 
and bitterly, most bitterly did she at first ac¬ 
cuse herself for the precipitation, the blindness 
with which she had plunged into the snare, so 
immediately after the express warning she had 
received from her midnight monitor, and in 
defiance of the secret promptings of her own 
heart, which had ever whispered her to beware 
of Mark Antony and his open violence or 
treacherous machinations. And yet, when she 
reflected that her indiscretion had sprung from 
her affectionate impetuosity, from her intense 
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anxiety on account of her beloved father, she 
could hardly, upon more deliberate consideration, 
condemn herself for so natural and venial an 
error. In the midst of her afflictions it was 
some consolation to hope, that the whole state¬ 
ment of her father’s alarming seizure was a vil- 
lanous invention; in which cheering thought 
she was encouraged to look her own dangers 
more boldly in the face, and even to cherish 
the expectation, that if all human aid were 
unavailing; she might be rescued by the same 
Divine hand which had effected the manifold 
deliverances recorded in almost every page of 
the Jewish sacred history. 

While she was recalling these instances to her 
memory, she heard the neighing of horses with¬ 
out, followed by the bustle of footsteps within 
the building, and the sound of voices in eager 
conversation; shortly after which the door of 
her prison was opened, when Mark Antony 
walked in, and again closed it behind him!— 
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“ So ! my stately ox-eyed Juno !” he exclaimed, 
throwing himself into one of the chairs, and 
measuring her figure with a derisive triumphant 
smile: “ So, my Callipyges ! have we caught 
your proud goddess-ship in the toils ? Or, if 
you disclaim these Pagan honours, if you are 
not she for whom I mistook you, shall I address 
you as a pious Hebrew maiden, the daughter of 
the Sagan of Jerusalem,—she, whose ears were 
never again to be polluted by the liberal over¬ 
tures of Mark Antony, but who must be now 
fain to consider herself his prisoner, and stoop 
to solicit favours, instead of being implored to 
grant them ?" 

Indignant as Zillah was at this insulting allu¬ 
sion to their previous interview, her filial anxiety 
overcoming every other feeling, she eagerly 
exclaimed, “ I do, I do stoop to solicit favours; 
I do implore you to tell me whether my dear 
father be indeed so dangerously ill as was re¬ 
presented to me ?” 
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“ Was that the decoy that lured the silly 
bird to the net?” enquired Antony, with a 
laugh: “ Why, then, most beautiful and tempt¬ 
ing dupe, discard your fears, for I believe the 
worthy Sagan to be in perfect health.” 

“ I thank thee. Heaven, for this!” ejaculated 
Zillah, throwing herself upon her knees; “ it 
will the better enable me to bear my own trials.” 

“ Why, ay, this is as it should be,” exclaimed 
Mark Antony. “ By Cupid and his mother ! it 
is pleasant to see the scornful beauty, who flout¬ 
ed me with such insulting looks and language, 
thus kneeling at my feet.” 

“ Not at thy feet, base and audacious Pagan!” 
cried Zillah, starting “ Never, never shall 
a daughter of Israel be thus degraded ! I treated 
thee with scorn before, because I only loathed 
thy person, and abhorred thy principles; but 
false, treacherous, and cowardly as thou hast 
now proved thyself to be, I despise thee, if 
possible, ten thousand times more than ever !” 
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“ This is the abusive courage of anger, not of 
fortitude. Reserve it for your calmer moments, 
when, I suspect, you will have greater need of 
it; and yet I cannot quarrel with you for a re¬ 
sentment which so admirably heightens your 
beauty. By Venus Callipyges ! I never knew 
a female to whom rage was so becoming. But 
listen to me, Zillah, seriously and collectedly, if 
you can; for your fate is involved in what I 
shall utter. I came not here to pay you com¬ 
pliments, nor to hear your fiery declamation, 
nor to waste time in idle colloquies, but to im¬ 
part to you my irrevocable determinations, 
upon which I shall leave you tifl to-morrow 
morning to decide; for your mind is at present 

iT 

in too agitated a state to allow your reason and 
reflection fair play, and I will not resort to ex¬ 
tremities unless you compel me.” He then 
repeated to her his former proposition, offering 
to make a treaty of friendship with her nation, 
and to elevate herself to almost any dignity she 
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might choose, if she would consent to his wishes, 
and accompany him to his government in the 
East. “ Nay, nay !” he continued, “ hush 
these passionate invectives ; spare yourself this 
indignant rejection of my suit; hear me out: 
'mark well the alternative, and prepare to en¬ 
counter it—^if you dare. Should I find, when I 
return in the morning, that you still prove re¬ 
fractory, I shall force you to my will. No hu¬ 
man means can prevent me—^you are here be¬ 
yond the reach of succour—^the tenants of the 
Temple are the minions of my pleasures,—and, 
above all, remember that it is Mark Antony 
who is talkilg to ■ you—Mark Antony, whom 
opposition may irritate, but whom it was never 
known to subdue! You would be secure 
enough in this chamber; but that you may be 
in still safer custody, and less liable to be inter¬ 
rupted in your reflections, Ij^hold! where you 
are to pass the night!” 

He kicked aside the rushes with which the 
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floor was thickly strewed, when an iron-grating 
revealed to Zillah a narrow flight of stone steps, 
leading down to a subterranean vault, of which 
the darkness prevented her discovering the 
depth or the extent. “We have dungeons of 
this sort in Rome,” he continued, “ for Vestals 
who have broken their vow; and others, as you 
see, for stubborn virgins, who contumaciously 
refuse to surrender when Mark Antony con¬ 
descends to solicit their favours. I have done, 
I have said—I will listen to no bursts of 
passion, no whining appeals—I never suffer 
myself to be trifled with : expect me to-morrow 
morning; till when I leave you t^our medita¬ 
tions.” His tone and countenance, as he con¬ 
cluded this speech, and quitted the apartment, 
indicated the calm, stern inflexibility of one who 
had made up his mind to a desperate purpose, 
and was resolved tb abide by it, whatever might 
be the consequence. 

Overcome by conflicting emotions, Zillah re- 
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mained for some time with her clasped hands 
lying in her lap, and her eyes fixed upon the 
floor in a bewildered stupor, from which she 
was aroused by the re-appearance of the priests, 
led by the one who had decoyed her from her 
home. The sight of this wretch, and the con¬ 
viction of the perilous predicament into which 
he had so basely trepanned her, rekindling her 
dormant energies, she upbraided him in vehe¬ 
ment and bitter terms for his baseness, cow¬ 
ardice, and perfidy; but the object of her in¬ 
vectives did but smile at her impotent anger; 
and Zillah herself, as if suddenly recollecting 
tlie utter il^tility of exasperating him, fell 
upon her knees, and implored him, by every 
consideration of honour and humanity, not to 
expose her to the brutal violence of Mark 
Antony, but to make atonement for the wrongs 
he had already done her, bft saving her from 
farther indignity. Passionate and powerful as 
was her appeal, it failed to penetrate the 
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heartless creature to whom it was addressed. 
“ Thou silly young barbarian!” he replied, 
with a leering smile; “ in another week, when 
thou hast learned to be compliant, and hast 
known the love and the generosity of Mark 
Antony, thou wilt thank me for the part I 
have acted ; nor wilt thou be the first who hast 
entered the Temple of Cybele with tears and 
outcries, and quitted it with joy and laughter. 
In the mean while, we must obey our orders; 
we must coerce you to your own happiness, 
and consign you to the darkness of these vaults, 
until you spontaneously call for the torch of 
Cupid to light you out againl^By the time 
your lover arrives to-morrow morning, I dare 
say, there will be no necessity for violence. 
Where is this sluggish porter with the key? 
What ho ! Bambo! Bambo !”--An interval 
elapsed during wliich the same speaker remind¬ 
ed Zillah that resistance or clamour, though 
they might exhaust herself, and disturb his 
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own slumbers and those of his brother priests, 
would be totally unavailing, on which account 
he counselled her to submit to her doom, if not 
with resignation, at least with quietness.—By 
this time Bambo made his appearance; an‘an¬ 
cient cripple, with a bunch of keys at his girdle, 
and a countenance which, in spife of the chasten¬ 
ing touches of age, seemed to have lost nothing 
of its originally villanous expression. 

“ Have you prepared the vault according 
to my orders ?” enquired the priest. “ Have 
you put a mattress on the couch, so that the 
lady may’pass the night in comfort ?” 

5 ' 

“ Ay, ay ;’^omfortable enough, I warrant. 
She may sleep as sound, if she likes, as some 
of those who have taken a nap in the same 
quarters, and have never awoke again.” 

“ Dotard and cripple! hold thy babbling 
tongue !” angrily exclaimed tlSI priest. 

“ Dotard and cripple I may be,” replied 
Bambo, with a malicious scowl; “ but I am, at 
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least, a manand his features relaxed into a 
chuckle, while he jerked his body with a grunt¬ 
ing laugh, as if in triumph at the rejoinder. 

“ yillain !” cried the enraged priest, “ search 
out the key, and unlock the grating.” 

“ Villain?” mumbled Bambo, while he put the 
key into the padlock—” Ay, there, I believe, 
we are pretty much the same.” . The grat¬ 
ing was now folded back, creaking ominously 
on its hinges; and Zillah, reflecting that by an 
apparent acquiescence she might, perhaps, ob¬ 
tain some little indulgence or delay, while re¬ 
sistance would be manifestly unava^ing, suflered 
herself to be quietly led dow^he steps into 
the vault beneath, which was furnished with a 
chair, and a stonc-table, besides the couch. 
The refreshments, which had been deposited in 
the chamber above, were brought down, and 
placed upon til? table in the vault; a warm 
quilt was thrown over the couch; and the head 
priest, having again recommended to Zillah not 
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to give way to an intemperate grief, which 

« 

would only injure her beauty, without benefit¬ 
ing her caused withdrew with his companions. 
Tlie grating was closed over her head, Bambo 
secured the padlock; and the whole party quit¬ 
ting the chamber above, bolted and locked that 
door also, leaving their unfortunate victim to 
solitude, silence, and her own melancholy re¬ 
flections. 

These, as it will easily be supposed, were of 
a sufficiently desponding nature; and yet they 
did not amount to absolute despair—for what 
prisoner c^ei; abandoned all hope of escape ? 
As the. reeds ^d not been replaced over the 
grating, a scanty light penetrated into the 
dungeon, insufficient to disclose its full extent; 
though this was circumscribed, for on feeling 
around the walls, she ascertained that it was 
of the same dimensions as th^hamber above. 
There was a door, however, on one side, upon 
preSing against which she found that it was 
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open,—a discovery which made her heart thrill 
with expectation, however improbable’ that it 
would have been left unsecured if it could have 
afforded her the smallest chance of escape. 
Determined to leave nothing unexplored, she 
pushed it back ; the pitchy darkness prevented 
her from discerning a single object before her, 
but, from the cool chill air that blew upon her, 
she conjectured the interior vaults to be of some 
extent, and upon putting forth her foot, slic 
found that another flight of steps led down to 
them. Placing the chair against the door, so 
as to keep it open, she resolutely began to 
descend, with the intention ofi%aversing and 
examining these lower dungeons, whithersoever 
they might conduct her ; but, after a few steps, 
her heart sunk within her, and her resolution 
failed, for she recollected the dark insinuation 
of Bambo, that nndny had gone to sleep in these 
gloomy caverns who had never ageiin seen the 
light of day, and she dreaded lest she shoufd 
H 5 
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either fall herself into some devilish contrivance 
laid for her destruction, or stumble over the 
remains of those former victims to whom such 
an appalling allusion had been made. Esau’s 
recent warning, that snares and pitfaUs would 
be set for her, flashed also upon her agitated 
thoughfs; and shuddering all over, partly from 
the effect of the cold air, but more from the 
suggestion of the horrors with which she ima- 
giped herself to be environed, she hastily re¬ 
traced her steps, again closed the door, and 
threw herself, in a pitiable state of misery, upon 
the couch. 

“ Alas !” ibfc exclaimed, after a momentary 
pause, “ what avails it that this mysterious 
Esau haunts me wherever I go, and stealing 
like a spy upon my midnight-hours, harasses 
my heart with his obscure admonitions ? Away 
with such ambiguous friendship ? If he knew 
that this calamity was impending over my head, 
^irhy did he not define its nature, so that I 
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might have been enabled to avoid it ? why does 
he not now come forward to the rescue, now that 
I am encompassed about with dangers, and 
have fallen into the pit that mine enemies have 
digged? Would the bold, the generous, the 
single-hearted Felix have contented himself 
with such timid hints, had he suspected that I 
was beset with traps ? or would he have thus 
abandoned me to my fate ? Oh, no, ndi no ! 
he would now rush to save me, and, if his life 
could effect my deliverance, I should not be 
in this cruel and fearful bondage. Oh, Nabal! 
Nabal! your predictions are but too dismally 
verified: troubles and sore tiwls oppress my 
very soul: I am in a lion’s den filled with 
ravine, and there is none to help me! And 
who shall comfort thee, my father; my dear, 
dear father, when I am plucked away from 
thee ?—when I jim dead, perchance, and thou 
knowest it not; when thou shklt call in bitter 
anguish upon my name, and there shalli be 
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none to-” Ziliah had hitherto borne up 

with some fortitude against the enumeration of 
her own woes and perils, but when she ad¬ 
verted to the probable grief of her bereaved 
parent, doting, as he did, upon his child, and 
little able to command his emotions under 
much less trying afflictions, the bare imagina¬ 
tion of his agony instantly overcame her, her 
tongue refused utterance to her words, she 
gave an hysterical sob, and burst into a pas- 
sibnate gush of tears. 

Again addressing her supplications to Hea¬ 
ven, she prayed long and earnestly, and arose 
from her kneeling posture with a confidence and 
courage which she flattered herself would con¬ 
tinue to support her, whatever might be the 
extremities to which she should be exposed. 
In this cheering belief she was disappointed ; 
for as the night advanced, and she became 
gradually involved in total darkness, her fears 
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and misgivings returned; and in the hopeless¬ 
ness of succour, for she saw not from what 
quarter it could possibly reach her, she gra¬ 
dually sunk, into a despondency that might 
almost be termed despair. To this prostration 
of mind her bodily exhaustion contributed, 
while every thought that agitated her soul, 
every sound that met her ear as the midnight 
approached, was calculated to aggravate it. A 
fearful storm had arisen, and the wind now 
howled mournfully around the building, and now 
died away into a wailful whistle; while in the 
intervals of its fitful gusts the vulture screamed 
sharp and loud, and the ravens, disturbed in 
their nest, croaked with an angry and a boding 
clamour. Amid such ominous alarums sleep 
would have been impossible, even had' her men¬ 
tal anguish allowed it; and seating herself upon 
the couch, she listened for some time to the 
furious elements, and these sounds of evil. au- 
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gury, wishing the doleful hours to pass away, 
and yet conscious that their lapse would only 
accelerate the crisis of her fate. 

In this disconsolate plight, abandoned to the 
melancholy associations that surrounded her, 
clinging to every vain surmise, forced after a 
moment’s consideratidn to surrender each delu¬ 
sive hope as it sprang up, and sinking hourly 
into a deeper dismay, she suddenly heard a vio¬ 
lent knocking at one of the doors of the build¬ 
ing, followed by loud shouts and cries sound¬ 
ing from without; and a flash of joyous expec¬ 
tation shot like lightning through her mind. 
“ They are come ! they are come !” she shouted, 
starting up from the couch: “the succourers 
hasten to the rescue! It is my beloved father, 
with the valiant Gabriel and Simon, who will 
not suffer their turtle-dove to be torn to pieces 
by the eagle! It is the valorous and gentle 
Felix, perchance, who may have followed the car¬ 
riage from Rome, and thus have discovered my 
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prison. Or the mysterious Esau, who suspected 
the devices of mine enemy, who warned me 
against them, and may have at length deter¬ 
mined to defeat force by force !” 

The shouts and knocking were repeated with 
increased vehemence, and Zillah, falling upon 
her knees in an enthusiasm of hope and grati¬ 
tude, exclaimed, “ Hosanna ! Ma tab El! how 
good is God ! ‘ Said I not that He would save 
me, even as He delivered Job out of six trou¬ 
bles ? Who can withstand the Lord ? He 
maketh the ground to open and swallow up 
men alive, the sea to become dry land, that His 
chosen people may pass. He delivered the 
Princes of Judah from the furnace; and lo ! He 
hath not been deaf to the meanings of the dove 
when it had fallen into the fooler’s snare! Hal¬ 
lelujah! Hallelujah I Praise ye the Lord!” 

Every sense was now upon the watch with an 
exquisite acuteness of perception, for she looked 
for an almost momentary deliverance. At one 
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period she heard a hurried bustle of feet upon 
the stone pavement of the Temple; but the noise 
cea^d, and, though she listened with an almost 
breathless attention, a considerable interval 
elapsed without her catching another sound. 
The knocking was not repeated, the voices were 
no longer audible, all was again silent save the 
whistling of the wind, and her heart sunk 
within her; for if the recent tumult had been 
occasioned by friends assailing the Temple for 
the purpose of rescuing her, they would have 
instantly proceeded to ransack its chambers and 
vaults, the building would have never been 
left to that ominous repose in which it now- 
slumbered. Placing herself beneath the grating, 
she screamed aloud, in order to announce her 
place of confinement, should any succourers be 
happily within reach of her voice. The cry 
echoed sharply through the vaults beneath, 
and the hollow fane above, when all was 
once more silent. No friendly shout replied; 
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no sound of footsteps was heard; she again 
sunk upon the couch with a mute and blank 
misgiving that benumbed her very heart, for 
it seemed to her that the building was now 
utterly deserted. 

Scarcely had she resumed her seat, when a 
faint gleam of light played suddenly around 
the walls of her prison, and instantly dis¬ 
appeared. She concluded it to be lightning, 
and that the storm must now have passed afar 
off, for she had heard no thunder; but the 
dungeon was again successivel3’ illuminated by 
brighter flashes of an angry glare, quivering 
upon the sides of the vault with red and nimble 
coruscations;—she caught at the same time a 
low hissing noise, which gradually became fiercer 
and louder—a smell of fire penetrated the 
cavern—a volume of dense smoke followed it, 
diffusing, as it passed, a suffocating sensation 
of heat; and upon looking upwards through 
the grating, Zillah beheld a mass of flame 
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forcing its way through the thatched-roof 
of the building, and running rapidly along 
the cornice of the chamber above. The 
whole horrid and appalling truth now burst 
at once upon her almost maddened brain— 
The Temple was on fire i The knocking and 
outcries she had heard were to awaken and ap¬ 
prise the priests of their danger—they had 
hurried from the building, either totally for¬ 
getting their prisoner in the surprise and agita¬ 
tion of the moment, or not choosing to incur 
the risk of liberating her; and she was thus 
left to peri^ miserably in the vaults, from the 
slow effects of suffocation, or the more rapid but 
not less terrible agency of fire. A shuddering 
Mckness struck upon her heart, and J:he blood 
curdled in her veins at the very thought. As 
some of the fugitives, it occurred to her, might 
still be within reach of her voice, she stood 
upon the table, as near to the grating as possi¬ 
ble, and screamed with all the vehemence of 
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terror; but she heard no answer except the 
echo other own cries, mingled with the hissing, 
crackling, and roaring of the flames. Again 
was she about to shriek for aid, when a blast 
of hot air and smoke, wafted towards her from 
some smouldering thatch, compelled her to 
descend hastily from the table, and she staggered 
against the door that led to the lower vaults. 
The fear of suffocation if she remained, and the 
possibility of discovering some outlet in the 
dungeons beneath, conquering all her previous 
objections td exploring them, she opened the 
door a second time, placed a chair to prevent, 
its shutting, and hurried down the steps. By 
the flickering light that streamed through the 
aperture,* occasionally emblazoning the place, 
and never leaving it totally dark, she perceived 
a succession of low arches, with openings to the 
right and left, which, not catching the rays, were 
shrouded in the blackest gloom. Following the 
direction of the light, she hurried along the 
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central range, until, upon nearly reaching its 
extremity, a blank wall of stone stopped her 
farther progress; when she rapidly explored in 
succession all the dark openings to the right 
and left, which were similarly closed up; and 
scarcely knowing, in the desperation of the 
moment, whither she was hurrying, she rushed 
back again to the dungeon she bad left. As 
she bounded up the steps leading to it, she 
thought she heard the rattling of keys in the 
door of the room above, and again screamed 
aloud when she came beneath the *grating. In 
another moment she clapped her hands together 
with .a cry of ecstasy, for she beheld Bambo in 
the room above, and saw him adjusting the key 
to the padlock, with the manifest purpose of 
snatching her from the horrible death with 
which she had been threatened. 

“ What 1 they forgot the little bird in the 
cage, did they ?” said the old man; “ though, 
by Cybele! you sang loud enough. The'great 
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cowardly milksops ! Ay, you will find the do¬ 
tard and^ripple, as they called me, worth a dozen 
of them. But tell me, my pretty nightingale," 
have you not an aureus or two, or a bag of 
sesterces, for honest Bambo, if he saves you 
from being roasted alive ?” 

“ Alas! I am a stranger in Rome,—a He¬ 
brew maiden,—I have never had occasion for 
money, being always with my friends, nor have 
I a coin of any sort about me.” 

“ Ay, I hear you are a barbarian, and the 
greater my kindness in troubling my head 
about you,” said the old man, coughing and 
spitting from the effects of the smoke, while he 
still kept the key unturned; “ but if you have 
no cash, you beauties are seldom unprovided 
with sparkling rings and gay bracelets.” 

“ Woe is me! I quitted my abode so sud¬ 
denly, that I brought not with me a single or¬ 
nament ; but my friends shall reward you be¬ 
yond your utmost hope. Quick, therefore. 
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quick ! for the love of mercy, unlock the grat¬ 
ing, ere it be yet too late.” 

“ Your friends! How is an old cripple like 
me to go a wool-gathering after them ? Neither 
gold nor jewels! this is to be worse than a 
barbarian: and why should I run the risk of 
letting you escape, if I am hot to be rewarded 
for my humanity ?” The sordid old churl still 
kept the lock unturned, as if balancing in his 
mind whether or not he should abandon her to 
her fate, when Zillah suddenly recollected the 
gold chain placed around her neck by Salome 
on the eve of her departure from Jerusalem. 
She. had been strictly charged never to part 
with it, as it was an amulet that would pre¬ 
serve her from witchcraft and other dangers; 
but putting no faith in its supernatural pro¬ 
perties, and believing that she should be well 
warranted in disregarding the injunction, if it 
could extricate her from her present extremity, 
she plucked it from her bosom, exclaiming— 
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“ I had forgotten! I have a valuable gold 
chain, which I will gladly bestow upon you : 
but delay not another moment—open ! open ! 
I implore, I conjure you !” 

“ Aha! did you think old birds were to be 
caught with chaff?” enquired the porter, again 
spitting and couglting. “ You drive a close bar¬ 
gain, but old Bambo has been too hard for you. 
Up, up! we must be quick, for the burning 
thatch falls fast, and the rafters will soon fol¬ 
low. Whew ! how this smoke makes a fellow 
cough!” 

He unlocked and opened the grating; Zillah 
bounded up the steps, and was rushing towards 
the door, by which she had first entered the 
building, when her companion exclaimed, “You 
cannot escape that way, it is blocked up with the 
burning ruins; we must pass out at the front 
gate; follow me.” 

She obeyed, and after passing through an 
opposite door found herself in the body of the 
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Temple, one side of which was by this time 
completely enveloped .in the flames. Quick 
as was her progress, she observed that two 
wor)den statues standing before the shrine had 
taken fire; their faces-were burned away, their 
heads were blazing; and as the fierce flames, 
with their red and hissing tongues, began to 
climb up the pedestal, and lap the blackened 
legs of the great image of Cybele, represented 
as a many-breasted female, crowned with rising 
turrets, and holding a sceptre in her hand, 
Zillah could hardly help imagining that the 
judicial fires anticipated their prey with delight, 
and reared themselves upwards with a more 
sparkling eagerness, because they were com¬ 
missioned to destroy this obscene idol of the 
Pagans. 

Zillah and her guide were now under the 
portico in front of the Temple; Bambo unlocked 
and opened an iron-gate, and holding out his 
hand, exclaimed, “ Give me the gold chain; 
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mention not who let the bird out of the cage, 
but fly away as fast as^ou can.” 

As he uttered the words, and before he could 
receive the necklace, a portion of the shattered 
pediment, loosened by the flames, fell from 
above and crushed him to the earth ! Zillah 
shrieked with horror, and dreading lest she 
should share his fate, she sprang over the ruins, 
rushed forward for a considerable distance, 
and at length perceiving by the light of the 
burning pile that she was in the midst of the 
rocky heath she had previously crossed, she 
stopped, and falling upon her knees, thanked 
Heaven witli an impassioned gratitude for her 
deliverance from the accursed Temple of Cy- 
bele. 
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CHAPTER YI- 


Having perforjued this primary act of duty, 
Zillah started upon her feet; and as if she could 
not remove herself too rapidlj^, or too far from 
the vicinity of the hateful building, she ran for¬ 
ward in the direction of Rome with all the 
speed she could command, nor paused till ex¬ 
haustion and the want of breath, occasioned by 
hurrying up an eminence, compelled her to 
make a momentary halt. From the summit of 
this ascent she perceived that a terrible confla¬ 
gration was raging in the midst of the city ; an 
immense column of black smoke, laced with 
flames, was towering upwards to the sky; and 
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as numerous flakes of some combustible material, 
borne by the stormy ’wind, were falling fast 
around her, she concluded that the fire, of 
which she had so nearly been the victim, had 
not broken out in the Temple, but that some of 
these burning masses, descending on the dry in¬ 
flammable thatch, had set it in a blaze. From 
the darkness of the night, and her ignoraneg of 
the road, she might have found some difficulty 
in making her way to the city, but the flaming 
beacon before her was as the pillar of fire to the 
wandering Israelites; and awful as it was to 
contemplate such a wide and fierce conflagra¬ 
tion, she would not, perhaps, have remained 
altogether indifferent to its grandeur, but for 
the terrifying apprehension that her father and 
Gabriel might perhaps be exposed to its ra¬ 
vages. This harrowing thought quickened her 
progress : insensible to fatigue, she flew rather 
than ran, and in an incredibly short space of 
time passed through one of the gates, in the 


1 


S 



172 


zillah; 


rear of a detachment of troops, who were pro¬ 
ceeding, with two battering-rams, to throw down 
some of the houses, in order to prevent the 
spreading of the fire. As she advanced, the 
sights and sounds of terror became more ap¬ 
palling. Dismayed parties were hurrying along 
the streets with loud shouts an& cries; carts and 
vehicles of all sorts were thundering towards 
the scene of distress, to save the goods and 
furniture; trumpets were braying from various 
quarters to collect the troops; the statues by 
the way-side, or in front of the more stately 
mansions, seemed to tremble as the shivering 
light'fell fitfully upon them; others that topped 
the lofty temples, and caught the red angry 
glare, while the lower part of the buildings was 
hidden by the smoke, showed like avenging 
angels hovering in the sky ; and the gilt dome 
of the Capitol, that surmounted the Tarpeian 
Rock, reflecting the light of the flaming houses, 
resembled a portentous hemisphere of fire, rising 
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like a meteor from the centre of the devoted 
city. 

From the enquiries which it was Zillah’s first 
care to make, she learned that the conflagration 
was raging at some distance from the quiwter in 
which the Sagan resided, and she proceeded ac¬ 
cordingly with renovated hope and spirits. But 
she soon became exposed to perils- which she 
had never anticipated. As she advanced to¬ 
wards the heart of the city, the streets were 
scoured by riotous and lawless bands, who had 
issued from their obscure retreats for the pur¬ 
poses of plunder and outrage. Gladiators, 
slaves, watermen, thieves, ruflRans, and despe¬ 
radoes of all sorts, emboldened by the impunity 
aflbrded by the general confusion, robbed openly 
and by main force wherever there was booty to 
be obtained; and murdered without remorse 
those who offered the least resistance. The 
fire itself was not so formidable as this tu¬ 
multuary mob, to whom the sight of a female 
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was the signal for instant pursuit, and by whom 
to be overtaken was to be subjected to the most 
horrible outrages, which not unfrequently ter¬ 
minated in the destruction of their victim. To 
be young and beautiful was to be doomed to 
double misery, as Zillali had nearly experi¬ 
enced ; for the first set of these wretches whom 
she encountered, had no sooner caught a glimpse 
of her, than they set up a shout, of which she 
quickly interpreted the meaning, and took to in¬ 
stant flight. The ruffians followed, and though 
her footsteps were winged by fear, three of the 
fleetest succeeded in ove'rtaking and seizing her. 
By a convulsive struggle she extricated'herself 
from their grasp, darted down a by-street, 
turned suddenly into a dark arch, and heard 
them rush past it, when they probably soon 
abandoned the chase, and rejoined their com¬ 
panions by some other route, for their dreaded 
footsteps did not again meet her ear. 

Warned by this narrow escape, she avoided 
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the principal thoroughfares, and crept along the 
darker lanes and byways, listening for the out¬ 
cries of these roving gangs, and hurrying away 
from them, or concealing herself as well as she 
could, until they had taken some other direc¬ 
tion. But by using these precautions, she wan¬ 
dered farther and farther from the point she 
wished to reach, until she was completely lost in 
the mighty maze of Rome. She saw none of 
whom she thought it safe to enquire her way— 
slie could enter no house for protection, since tin 
doors were all carefully closed—the carriages 
that usually plied for hire in the night were all 
engaged in the conveyance of families and pro¬ 
perty from the burning houses : no females 
jrassed her, or such only as she dared not accost; 
and she was timidly stealing a glance at the 
men who hurried by her, in order to discover a 
friendly countenance, on which she might throw 
herself for protection, when, upon turning a cor¬ 
ner, she unexpectedly emerged into a wide street. 
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just as a band of riotous marauders were career¬ 
ing along it. Several of those who were in 
front immediately darted towards her, and Zil- 
lah, knowing that her best chance of escape was 
in those narrow lanes which were only imper¬ 
fectly illuminated by the conflagration, fled 
down one which she had just "been traversing, 
threaded several others at full speed, and crossed 
and doubled like a hare chased by the grey¬ 
hounds. But the present were not to be so 
easily baffled as her former pursuers. The 
sound of their heavy iron-bound sandals still 
rang in her ears—it grew nearer and nearer— 
she was exhausted by her efforts, and was be¬ 
ginning to despair of eluding her eager followers, 
when she beheld before her the front of an exten¬ 
sive mansion, flanked on either side by a narrow 
passage, planted with trees, which enveloped it 
in a comparative gloom. Speeding down one 
of these alleys, she ran along the back wall of 
the house; it was pierced in its centre by a few 
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steps leading to a narrow door: an old man, 
who had been ^standing at it, apparently making 
some lunar observations with an instrument, re¬ 
turned into the building as she-approached; and 
Ziliah, drawing herself up on the shaded side of 
the recess in the wall, remained for some time 
close to the doof, irresolute whether or not to 
implore admittance. Some new alarm deciding 
her at all events to make the attempt, she tried 
the lock of the door:—^it opened, and she found 
herself in a narrow passage, terminated by a 
flight of stone steps. These she ascended :— 
there were now two passages before her: she fol¬ 
lowed the one to her right—^it conducted her 
to a second door—-she pushed it open, and 
stepped into an apartment, which at any other 
moment would have inspired her with surprise 
and dismay, though she now conquered those 
feelings, in the hope that, whatever might be its 
nature, it might prove a sanctuary for the pre¬ 
servation of her honour and her life. 
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Its shape was circular, the signs and mon¬ 
sters of the Zodiac were painted in large 
sprawling figures upon the walls, the ceiling 
was covered with hieroglyphics and astrolo¬ 
gical devices, a rotatory table, divided into the 
twenty-four hours, supported various strange 
instruments and uncouth figures, and under 
each of the zodiacal signs was inserted a brazen 
head, of which the eyes were made to roll, and 
the tongue to wag, by means, probably, of the 
same internal machinery that set the table in 
motion. As this latter, with its magical-looking 
apparatus, pursued its gyrations, and the brazen 
heads seemed to stare angrily and to mow and 
mock at Zillah, as if to threaten her for having 
dared to invade the silence and solitude of that 
mysterious chamber, a greater degree of terror 
would doubtless have been joined to her pro¬ 
found wonderment, but that she would have 
almost welcomed death itself, under whatever 
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appalling shape, rather than be again exposed 
to the brutal miscreants from whom she had 
just made her escape. Of these she heard 
nothing more; her present hiding-place appear¬ 
ed at all events a secure one, and she stood for 
some time listening with breathless anxiety, or 
stealing timid. glances at the eyes that rolled 
and glared ominously around her, until she 
began to imagine herself the victim of some 
enchantment, and to dread the return of the 
sorcerer whose station she had usurped ; when, 
as if to dispel her dream by a reality that was 
oven more terrible than her worst apprehension, 
the door opened, and Mark' Antony presented 
himself to her appalled and starting eyes! A 
simultaneous cry burst from both, but An¬ 
tony’s perhaps betrayed the greater terror; for 
in the belief that an apparition was before him, 
the colour fled from his cheeks, his very lips 
grew pale, and although the returning blood 
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quickly crimsoned his face, his accents, when he 
would have essayed to speak, faltered and died 
away upon his tongue. 

Zillah was the first to recover self-possession, 
and conscious that she was again in the power of 
her most dreaded enemy, whose alarm and con¬ 
fusion had not passed unobserved, she imagined, 
that by working upon his religious terrors she 
might perhaps induce him to forego his pro¬ 
fligate designs. In this hope she succinctly re¬ 
lated the destruction of the Temple of Cybele, 
which she attributed to the vengeance of Heaven 
on account of the infamous purposes to which 
it had been prostituted ; and assigning her own 
deliverance to a providential interference of the 
God of Israel, she explained the circumstances 
which had driven her to her present asylum, 
concluding with a passionate supplication that 
he would restore her instantly to her friends, 
if he wished to avoid tlie wrath of that Deity 
who had once rescued her from his snares, and 
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had thus warned him against the hot and heavy 
judgment which would inevitably follow his 
perseverance in the same criminal designs. 

During this recital, Antony, shaking off the 
superstitious panic by which he had been 
astounded, and ashamed perhaps of its betrayal, 
gradually resumed his usual impudent stare, 
and even affected an additional nonchalance, as 
he exclaimed with a taunting smile—“ Harkye! 
my majestic Juno ! my round-limbed Callipy- 
ges! If you thank the God of Israel for 
snatching you from the Temple of Cybele, to 
what Pagan Deity must I offer sacrifice for 
having thus obligingly conducted you to my 
own house ?” 

“ Your house! yours!” exclaimed Zillah with 
mingled despondency and amazement. 

“ Even so, my stag-eyed goddess! This is 
the mystic, divining closet of my Egyptian 
Astrologer, and I shall ever reverence it the 
more, .as having been the chosen asylum of the 
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beautiful Zillah. Surely it is an auspicious 
augury that the bird shall not finally escape 
me, when she thus flies spontaneously into the 
cage. I accept the omen. Perhaps you will 
be safer here than in the Temple of Cybele: 
I told you that I never faltered in my pur¬ 
poses : mine you are destined to be, and mine 
you shall be before the sun which is now rising 
shall have sunk into the arms of Thetis. Ha, 
Migdol!” he continued, addressing the Astro¬ 
loger, who now made his appearance, and who 
seemed scarcely less surprised than Antony at 
the sight of such an unexpected inmate in his 
chambci'—“ you come in good time. Where 
is the key of the Egyptian Gate ?” 

“ I had been making some celestial observa¬ 
tions, and I inadvertently left it in the portal, 
but I will bring it instantly.” 

“ It is unnecessary ; as I am going out that 
way, I will lock the gate and take the key. 
The Consuls and the Prmtor have sent for me 
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to assist in quelling the tumultuary populace, 
as well as to take the command of the soldiery 
who are trying to arrest the progress of the 
conflagration. In the mean time, I commit to 
your custody this Hebrew damsel; keep her 
a prisoner where she now is, there cannot be a 
better hiding-place, until my return; but re¬ 
member, that you have to deal with a truant 
and a runaway, and that I hold you accounta¬ 
ble, even with your life, for the charge that 
I have committed to you.” So saying, he kissed 
his hand to Zillah, bade her prepare for his 
return, and hurried out of the closet. 

In spite of the somewhat gaunt appearance 
of the old man, and the lamp-like .flaring of 
his black eyes, which seemed to have almost 
started from his head in the constant attempt 
to peer into futurity, there was an air of benig¬ 
nity about his mouth, which, in conjunction with 
the confidence inspired by a beard grizzled with 
age, emboldened Zillah to appeal to him for 
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protection, to recount the fraud and violence 
of which she had been the victim, and to be¬ 
seech him to connive at her escape, even if he 
declined being actively instrumental in effect¬ 
ing it. 

“ I pity you, maiden, pity_ you with my 
whole heart, but I dare not violafe the trust re¬ 
posed in me; nor can I, much as I regret the 
proceedings of my patron, interfere to prevent 
them; for he is violent and vengeful, and the 
life of man or woman weighs not with him in 
his wrath. And yet, maiden, my heart yearns 
strangely towards you; for alas ! I myself once 
had a daughter—my poor Zaida!—who was 
comely and majestic as thou art.” 

In the tremulous tones of his voice, and the 
relenting expression of his glistening eye, Zillah 
suddenly caught such a new and confident hope, 
that, tlirowing herself upon her knees, she be¬ 
sought him, as be had himself been a father, and 
could feel for the misery of her bereaved pa- 
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rent—as he had himself once possessed a daugh¬ 
ter, and could sympathize with the wrongs and 
sufferings of the supplicant then kneeling before 
him—to liberate her from the misery and dis¬ 
honour with which she was threatened, and re¬ 
store her to her family. The Egyptian heard 
not a syllable of what she had uttered; for in 
throwing herself at his feet, the gold necklace 
having got loose, and the large star affixed to it 
being displayed upon her bosom, ho riveted his 
starting eyes upon it, and remained for some 
seconds aghast and transfixed with speechless 
amazement. “ The necklace ! the necklace ! 
the talisman!” he at length ejaculated, gasp¬ 
ing for breath.—“ O my beautiful, my mur¬ 
dered Zaida ! it was thine ! it was thine!” He 
stooped down, pressed the star with fervour to 
his lips, and continued in a broken voice, while 
the tears trickled from his eyes—“ Maiden ! 
maiden ! may this amulet prove more auspi¬ 
cious to thee than it was to my lost Zaida ! I 



186 


ZILLAH ; 


ask you not whence you got it, for your peril 
brooks not delay. It is sufficient that I recog¬ 
nize these hieroglyphics—that I see them around 
your neck: the charmed, the mystic star once 
worn byZaida, shall ever command my services; 
and for the sake of her who is no more, I so¬ 
lemnly swear ta effect your deliverance if it be 
yet possible. Follow me, and be silent.” 

“ Not into the streets!” exclaimed Zillaii, 
venturing to disobey his last injunction, “ not 
into the streets; this were to increase rather 
than diminish my peril.” 

“ I know it, maiden, I know it. It would 
little speed me to read the stars, if they told me 
not what was passing upon earth. Trust all to 
me, and follow.”—Zillah obeyed in silence, 
when her conductor, leading her to the diverg¬ 
ing passages which she had previously no¬ 
ticed, traversed the one to the left, ascended a 
long flight of wooden-stairs, opened a door se¬ 
cured only by a latch, and ushered her into a 
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granary filled with lumber and sacks of corn, 
Iwjhind the latter of which he secreted her as 
effectually as possible; and charging her on no 
account to stir until he should return, although 
several hours might elapse, he prepared to leave 
her. She would have poured forth her grati¬ 
tude for his most critical interference, but he 
whispered that her escape was not yet certain, 
put his finger upon his lips to enjoin silence, 
and dissappeared. 

Alone, in silence, and secured, as she trusted, 
against immediate danger, Zillah was at length 
enabled to collect her hurried and agitated 
thoughts; and yet, when she did so, when she 
reviewed the terrible and eventful occurrences 
of the last few hours, she could hardly persuade 
herself that the whole had not been a hideous 
phantasma, the nightmare of a disordered 
imagination, especially when she contrasted it 
with the placid unvaried course of her early 
life, hallowed as it was by the consoling sancti- 
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ties of religious observance, and endeared by 
one peaceful flow of domestic happiness. It 
was by no means the least marvellous, among 
the recent strange occurrences, that her present 
asylum, if such indeed it might be termed, was 
in the mansion of Antony himself, her most 
dreaded and inexorable enemy : a circumstance 
which excited no less amazement in her mind, 
than the transport, reverence, and deep emotion, 
with which the Astrologer had contemplated the 
necklace, and the instant and most critical 
change that it had wrought in his sentiments. 
Having no faith herself in the magic influence 
of charms and amulets, she had been surprised 
at the superstitious credulity of Salome, when, 
in placing it around her neck, she had declared 
that it was a talisman which would preserve 
her in many dangers; and yet, if it should now 
work out her deliverance,’ she might consider 
that it had twice saved her in one night, for she 
verily believed that Bambo the porter would 
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have left her to perish had she not bethought 
herself of this, golden bribe; and the Astrologer 
had declared his utter inability to assist her, 
only a moment before this inexplicable star of 
her destiny had led him to pledge his life for 
her liberation. It was*Vfiin to oppose theory 
to facts, and half persuaded thgt the necklace 
was in reality endowed with some charm to pre¬ 
serve her, she replaced the star in her bosom, 
and concealed it with additional care. To Na- 
bal’s predictions, which were at that very moment 
receiving their painful fulfilment, she had ever 
yielded an implicit credence; hut that Salome’s 
assertions, as to the hidden properties of the 
necklace, should be accomplished at the same 
time, perplexed her thoughts with a thousand 
strange conjectures. All the mysterious cir¬ 
cumstances connected with Esau, forcing them¬ 
selves also upon her recollection, added to the 
bewilderment of her mind; while her reflections 
upon the misery with which her ^oss must be 
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wringing the bosom of her father and Gabriel, 
rendered her own distress the more acute and 
poignant. 

The tortures of suspense, added to so many 
other sources of suffering, aggravated her an¬ 
guish, until it became almost intolerable; hour 
after hour, however,, dragged wretchedly away, 
without any alleviation of her anxiety, and mis¬ 
giving fears began again to fall heavily upon 
her heart. She could never forget that she 
was in Mark Antony’s house: the Egyptian, 
recovered from the delirium into which he had 
been thrown by the surprise of the talisman, 
and dreading the heavy wrath of his patron, 
vniglit have repented of his promise, and meant 
perhaps, after all, to abandon her to her fate. 
Wliy should she any longer place lier safety in 
the hands of a half-crazy superstitious dotard, 
for such, perhaps, he would eventually prove, 
who might either forget the pledge into which 
his astrological fatuity had betrayed him, or 
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want the power, even if he had the will, to re¬ 
deem it ? The day was now far advanced, 
order must have been restored in the streets, 
and although she knew the back-gate to be 
locked, she might, perhaps, in the mid-day bustle 
of so crowded an estabKshment, pass through 
the mansion unobserved, and make her escape 
by the front entrance. Every hour, every mi¬ 
nute, only added to the chance of Antony’s 
return, and consequently to the probability of 
her own loss; and she upbraided herself for not 
having sooner reflected, that by remaining where 
she was, she might only become the victim of a 
new treachery. Determined to wait no longer, 
but to attempt the execution of the bold scheme 
she had devised, she was just about to quit 
her hiding-place, when the Egyptian re-appeared. 
Such a slave was this man to his science, that 
although his whole heart was set upon the libe¬ 
ration of Zillah, a task which promptitude was 
the most likely means to eflect, he dared not pro- 
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ceed to action until he had made various pla¬ 
netary observations, which had been the sole 
cause of the delay. Even now he declared that, 
upon consulting his own horoscope, he had been 
forbidden to attend her in person, though every 
precaution had been taken to secui’e her skfe 
delivery to her friends.—“ By the influence of 
niy art, I have the means of pacifying Antony,’' 
he exclaimed, “ when I act contrary to his 
orders; but I dare not disobey the stars. I 
will let. you out at the back gate, of which I 
possess a dujflicatc key. Turn to the left on 
descending the steps—you will find a carriage 
waiting for you—tell the driver whither to con¬ 
vey you, and let your friends lose no time in 
bearing you from Rome; for Mark Antony 
seldom foregoes his purposes of this nature, and 
his power is as unlimited as his will is obsti¬ 
nate.” So saying, he conducted her to the gate, 
oj^cned it, blessed her, murmured the name of 
Zaida, waved her away with his hand, and 
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Zillah gladly obeying the motion, hurried down 
the steps, rushed towards the carriage, jumped 
into it, bade the man drive to the street Mer¬ 
cury, concealed herself in a corner of the vehi¬ 
cle, for fear of encountering the hated Antony, 
and with a flutter of the heart that almost pre¬ 
vented her breathing, soon found herself driven 
rapidly along in the direction of .her home. 
To describe her anxiety as she occasionally cast 
furtive glances from the window—her delight 
when, by passing some well-known building, she 
was sure that she was approaching her father’s 
residence—would be utterly impossible. At 
length they entered the street Mercury, and the 
man, owing to some misunderstanding of her 
orders, was driving rapidly past the house, 
when Zillah, almost maddened by anxiety,'and 
rendered distrustful by the recent treacheries 
she had experienced, put her head from the 
window, and cried out in terrified accents, “ Stop 
him ! stop him!” It chanced that Simon, who 
VOL. III. K 
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was standing at the door as she passed, recog¬ 
nized her voice, and rushing into the street, 
seized and stopped the horses. The driver 
descended hastily from his seat, Zillah jumped 
from the carriage and ran into the house; when 
Simon, seeing his young mistress safe, and ima¬ 
gining that the coachman had been a party to 
her abduction, pounced upon him with the 
grasp of a tiger, and in spite of his outcries and 
desperate resistance, dragged him into the cham¬ 
ber where the Sagan and Gabriel were sitting 
in mournful silence after their return from tlie 
Senate-house, and hurled him to the ground in 
the .manner already described. 

Exhausted and overcome by the fatigues and 
agitations she had endured, Zillah was unable 
to support the joy of finding herself once more 
restored to her home. Clinging to the wall of 
the passage, she was for some minutes utterly 
unable to proceed ; but at length, exerting all 
her remaining strength, she tottered into the 
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apartment, just as Simon had mastered his anta¬ 
gonist, and screaming out, “ My father! my fa¬ 
ther ! ray dear father!” fell fainting kito the 
arms of the Sagan. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

As soon as Zillah was restored to conscious¬ 
ness, and could explain the innocence of the 
dri,ver, he was handsomely remunerated for the 
maltreatment he had experienced from the mis¬ 
take of Simon, and dismissed from the house; 
whan a scene ensued of mutual congratula¬ 
tions and embraces, of tears and transports, 
which for some time prevented any coherent 
relation of the recent painful occurrences, 
every consideration of past distress being mo¬ 
mentarily absorbed in the sense of present 
ecstasy. Upon the subsiding of these first 
ebullitions of joy, Zillah, relieved by the 
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tears she had shed, gave a hasty recital of 
the terrible dangers and intense sufferings to 
which she had been unceasingly exposed since 
she had been decoyed away from the house 
by the infamous Priest of Cybele. The ap¬ 
pearance of the Hebrew group during her 
narrative would have formed a subject for the 
artist. She herself, pale and careworn from 
sleeplessness and agitation, holding the hand of 
her father in her own, fixed upon him her 
large, tender, expressive eyes, which, as she 
described the load that even in the depth of 
her afflictions was taken from her heart, when 
she found that the tale of his illness was an 
invention, involuntarily overflowed with tears; 
and again became suiFused with pious gratitude, 
as she adverted to the providential deliverances 
she had experienced. Weak and exhausted, 
the Sagan’s haggard countenance now melted 
with uncontrollable ruth until be wept and 
sobbed aloud in sympathy with his affectionate 
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child; and anon, was distorted with bursts of 
passion, in the excess of which he convulsively 
clutched his hands, gnashed his teeth, rose from 
his seat, and again sunk into it, groaning at the 
discovery of his own infirm state. Gabriel 
never removed his glistening eyes from the face 
of Zillah; and although he could not restrain 
his emotions as he contemplated those of his 
two relatives, and more especially when he re¬ 
flected that there was, alas / no return for his 
own lost daughter, as there had been for the 
Sagan’s, still he listened to the narrative with 
a prospective view to their future operations, 
for he felt during the whole of her statement 
that they must be prompt in their proceedings, 
in order to complete Zillah’s ultimate deliver¬ 
ance from danger. Though this consideration 
was ever uppermost in his thoughts, he now 
and then muttered deep execrations against 
Mark Antony, jand the infamous abettors of 
his enterprise, for having tricked him out of 
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the jewels, before they put their atrocious de¬ 
signs into execution. The face of Simon the 
Levite, who stood behind Zillah, and leaned 
forward, that his eager ears might not lose a 
syllable of her recital, was flushed and pale by 
turns, as he was inflamed with choler or aghast 
with apprehension; while his right hand re¬ 
peatedly grasped the handle of his sword, as 
if he would crush it in the vehemence of his 
indignation. When she had concluded, his 
fiery impetuosity could be restrained no longer ; 
he tore the steel from its sheath, and shout¬ 
ing out, “ Mi camoca baelim Jehovah!” the 
war-cry of the Maccabees, proposed that they 
should sally forth in search of Mark Antony, 
and hew him in pieces like Agag before the 
face of the Lord. 

“ Thou art right—thou art right!” cried 
the Sagan, kindling afi’esh at the blind and 
reckless fury of the Levite;—“ give me my 
weapon—I will stab the villain in the eyes—I 
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■will eat his heart in the Forum—the red ken¬ 
nel shall smoke with his blood! Let us be gone, 
I will hunt him through Rome—-I am strong 
enough now—I feel quite able to—A vio¬ 
lent fit of coughing stopped his utterance, and 
the powerless Sagan, who had again started 
upon his feet, sunk once more into his chair 
with a groan. These ebullitions of inconsi¬ 
derate rage were but momentary, for the failure 
of their late rash attack upon Antony’s man¬ 
sion could not be forgotten by either of the 
parties; and both Gabriel and Zillah recalled 
to the Sagan’s attention the advice of Pyttalus, 
and the less questionable recommendation of 
the friendly old Egyptian, that they should not 
lose a moment in flying from Rome. If this 
measure were to be adopted at all, it could not 
be too promptly executed : when Zillah’s escape 
was discovered, her enraged persecutor would, 
probably, attempt to seize her by open force; 
and, as the law could afford no redress against 
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SO powerful an oppressor, their only chance of 
avoiding his grasp was to get beyond its reach 
before he could concert measures for detaining 
them. Zillah was eager in urging the adoption 
of this measure; her father, unable to deny the 
jcogency of her arguments, at length gave his 
consent; and the whole party, harassed and 
overworn as they were, exerted their remaining 
strength in making instant preparations for 
their departure. These, however, were soon 
completed; for Gabriel observed, with a sigh, 
that they had now no jewels to conceal; a remark 
which drew forth an additional execration upon 
the knavish Triumvir, who, after having thus 
scandalously defrauded them. Wad effectually 
secured himself against all reclamation by com¬ 
pelling them to fly from Italy. In returning to 
Jerusalem, he strenuously advised that they 
should not travel by the way of Brundusium, 
which would afford their enemy numerous op¬ 
portunities of intercepting them; but that they 
K 5 
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should embark on boArd the first vessel bound 
for Palestine; a route which would considerably 
lengthen their voyage, but which would as 
materially increase the chances of their safe 
arrival.' All parties coinciding in the wisdom 
of this counsel, Simon was dispatched for a 
carriage, into which they hastily entered, se¬ 
cured their luggage underneath it, and bidding 
the coachman drive them to a sequestered spot 
upon the banks of the river at some distance 
from the city, they passed through the Fla- 
minian Gate, and turned their back upon im¬ 
perial Rome with much more delight than that 
with which they had first entered it by the op¬ 
posite extremity of the Appian way. 

At the suggestion of Zillah, who dreaded 
pursuit or even recognition, and anticipated an 
enemy in every passenger, they muffled up their 
faces, and concealed themselves as effectually as 
they could, almost afraid to speak, lest they 
should be betrayed by their voices. There was 
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some difEculty in persuading the stout Levite 
to adopt these necessary precautions, for, as he 
felt that they were the robbed and injured 
party, he held it derogatory to the Hebrew 
honour that they should thus crouch before 
their Pagan oppressors, and steal out t)f the 
city like criminals ; but as Gabriel assured him 
that when opportunity occurred -they would 
assert their wrongs with their swords, and call 
the Triumvir to a strict account for Jjis mal¬ 
practices, he contented himself with clutching 
his weapon with both hands, as if afraid that 
its escape might rob him of his revenge; when, 
making a compromise of his feelings, he muffled 
himself up in his cloak, and pretended to have 
fallen asleep. Thus they travelled on for some 
time in silence, abandoned to their own thoughts; 
which, however painful and angry they might 
be in reviewing the late occurrences, assumed 
gradually a more complacent character, in the 
conviction that every minute was removing 
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them farther from Rome, and the atrocious 
machinations of Antony. “ Where are we, 
good Gabriel at length whispered the Sagan; 
“ I see cattle and fields on either side of us. 
Have we already left the accursed city behind 
us? Look forth, but cautiously, cautiously, 
good Gabriel, and tell me where we are.” 

“ As the suburban buildings follow the bend¬ 
ings of the river, we have left them, and afi^ 
now taking the straight road across the meadows 
towards the spot to which our driver was di¬ 
rected. I can see the summit of the Capitol 
and of the Temple of Ves^, over the tops of the 
trees -behind us; but with these exceptions, no 
part of the city within the walls is any longer 
visible.” 

“ And you hear no trumpet, no alarum; you 
see no pursuers, no horsemen following us V’ 

“All is quiet, and no human beings but our¬ 
selves are at present moving through these ex¬ 
tensive pastures.” 
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“ Hallelujah! Hallelujah !” shouted the Sa¬ 
gan, as the long gathering load of apprehension 
was removed from his heart: “ she is saved! 
she is saved! come to my arms, to my heart, 
Shelomimy peace, my child, my daughter, 
my beloved Zillah ! I have thee, I have thee 
again!”—and he clasped her almost convul¬ 
sively to his bosom, while the gushing tears 
stli%amed upon his beard, and fell fast upon her 
neck. “ We will never part—thou shalt no 
more be termed Forsaken, but Hephzi-bah, my 
pleasure! ’Twas I who brought thee hither 
into the house of Dagon; I who thrust ray 
darling into the lion’s den; I who, like Jeph- 
thah the rash Gileadite, had nearly sacrificed 
my child ; but the Lord hath rescued thee out 
of all thy dangers, he hath given thee back t<j 
mine arms, to my heart, even as he restored 
every thing to David after the Amalekites had 
spoiled Ziklag. Hosanna! Blessed be the name 
of the Lord!” • 
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“ My father! my dear father!” sobbed Zillah, 
burjdng her head in his bosom; “ this happy 

moment-But compose yourself, I beseech 

you; you have not strength to support these 
transports—you tremble all over.” 

“ It is with joy,—with straining you to my 
bosom in these enfeebled arms; but I will not 
relax my hold : do not go from me; my throb¬ 
bing heart will burst if you do not suffer me to 
press you thus against it: I feel as if it were 
leaping from my bosom to embrace you. Oh, 
Zillah! my child 1 my child!—closer, closer, 
come still closer to my heart!” 

The delighted father attempted to press her 
to his bosom, but overcome by his emotions, his 
arms sunk down to his sides, his eyes closed, 
and he reclined powerless against the back of 
the carriage, faintly murmuring, “ My child! 
ray darling Zillah!”—Revived in a little while 
by the fresh air of the open fields, he again 
gazed around him, and ob^rving that the teats 
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were stealing down his kinsman’s cheeks, he took 
his hand, and gently pressing it, exclaimed, 
“ Forgive me, good Gabriel, if I have distressed 
you by the vehemence of my emotion, but 
recollect how insupportable a loss would mine 
have been ; for, surely father was never blessed 
with child so dutiful, so affectionate, so pious, 
so pure, so faultless as my dear—as,my darling 

—“•as my- ” His utterance was choked; he 

tried in vain to sob out the name of his Zillah, 
who again affectionately embracing him, implored 
him to be composed. The Sagan returned the 
pressure; gazed upon her with a look of ineffable 
tenderness: nodded smilingly, as if to intimate 
that he would obey her injunctions ; and resign¬ 
ing himself to the corner of the vehicle, suffered 
the sweet drops of gratitude, joy, and affection, 
to flow down his cheeks without his uttering a 
syllable, or seeming to need any other society 
than his own happy thoughts, Zillah and Ga¬ 
briel were both too much affected to break this 
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silence of deep emotion, until they reached the 
house at which they intended to stop; when 
the latter, eager to dissipate the painful reminis¬ 
cences that beset his mind, by his customary 
expedient of bodily exertion, jumped from the 
vehicle, snapped his fingers, and hurried away, 
leaping over every obstacle that crossed his 
path, to issue the necessary orders for the ac¬ 
commodation and refreshment of his friends. 

Tlie house at which they had thus taken re¬ 
fuge, was a lonely inn upon the banks of the 
Tiber, the occasional resort of anglers, water¬ 
men, sailors, and others connected with the 
river, on which account, as well as its seques¬ 
tered situation, it had been selected by Gabriel. 
Here he bad hoped to obtain information of any 
vessels that might be immediately bound for 
Palestine; but he was informed that the mer¬ 
chant ships, and indeed all those of heavy bur¬ 
then, generally moored four or five miles lower 
down the river, in the direction of the port of 
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Ostia. However anxious he might be to hurry 
forward, the fatigue of the horses, and more 
especially the exhausted state of himself and his 
companions, imperatively dictated some respite 
to their exertions; and they accordingly halted 
in their present quarters for four hours, during 
the first of which they partook of some refresh¬ 
ment, and dedicated the remainder-of the time 
to the much-needed restorative of sleep. Reno¬ 
vated both in mind and body by this most wel¬ 
come repose, short as it was, they renewed their 
journey with comparatively tranquillized feel¬ 
ings, for they now began to discard all appre¬ 
hensions of pursuit; and in due time reaching 
the place to which they had been directed, they 
betook themselves to an inn by the river-side. 
Gabrid, who had hastened to make the needful 
enquiries, soon returned with the agreeable tid¬ 
ings that he had secured a passage for the whole 
party on board a merchant-vessel bound for 
Tyre, which was to sail on the following day, 
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or the next at latest; observing, that if they 
declined travelling by land from that port to 
Jerusalem, they might easily engage a small 
bark at Tyre, which should convey them to 
Joppa. Nothing could be more acceptable than 
this intelligence, which was received with mu¬ 
tual felicitations and embraces; and hoping to 
be effectually recruited by a night’s undisturbed 
sleep, they determined to pass it where they 
were; still, however, retaining their carriage, lest 
the driver, by returning to Home, might betray 
the secret of their flight. 

The day had now closed in, and although the 
hour was still early, the Sagan was preparing to 
return thanks to Heaven in an evening prayer, 
for the deliverance of his child, previously to 
their retiring to rest, when, hearing the sound of 
a trumpet and the neighing of horses, his heart 
sunk within him, and his countenance fell with 
it; for his misgivings upon Zillah’s account had 
BOW rendered him tremulously sensitive to every 
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alarm. “ It is nothing,” said Gabriel, observ¬ 
ing his dismay, and anxious to dispel it, “ no¬ 
thing that need scare you thus. There are 
barracks here for the troops who embark for fo¬ 
reign service; and this is probably some detach¬ 
ment ordered hither for that purpose, since I 
observed numerous transport-vessels in the 
river.” 

“ Jehovah Tsebaioth ! the Lord of Hosts be 
with us!” ejaculated the Sagan, whose fears 
were evidently not diminished by this sugges¬ 
tion of his kinsman. 

“ Verily, Rab Malachi, your trepidation sur¬ 
prises me. Where is the courage, not to say 
the temerity, that led you to the storming of 
Antony’s mansion, and his impeachment in the 
Senate ?” 

“ I was then, good Gabriel, as an Ariel, a 
lion of God, for I was desperate in having lost 
my child; I am now timorous as the dove, who 
having recovered her nestling from the hawk. 
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fears the shadow of every wing. But you are 
right—my terrors were doubtless vain; for 
how should it be known that we had fled from 
Rome, and, above alf, that we had bent our 
course hitherward? Wherefore we will to our 
prayers, imploring the Lord, who rescued David 
out of the wilderness-of Ziph, to deliver us from 
the snares of the Pagan.” 

Ere they could execute this purpose, how¬ 
ever, a loud knocking was heard below, while a 
voice called out, in angry authoritative accents, 
“ Open your door instantly, or I will batter it 
from its hinges! I demand admittance in the 
name of Mark Antony !” 

At these terrible words, Zillah, who had hi¬ 
therto concealed any apprehensions she might 
feel, clasped her hands together in an agony, 
exclaiming, “We are lost! we are lost I What 
will become of me !” 

Aghast with sudden consternation, the Sagan 
threw his arm instinctively round Zillah, and 
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Stood (rembling and listening in an agony that 
deprived him of speech, though his lips moved 
in the vain attempt to give utterance to h is 
feelings. 

“ El emanu ! God is with us !*’ cried Simon, 
drawing his ever ready sword; “ we will cut 
our way through the uncircumcised villains, 
and escape!” 

“ Hist! let us do nothing rashly,” said the 
considerate Gabriel, who had also unsheathed his, 
weapon. “ I hear female voices. I will descend, 
and inquire into the cause of this alarm. If 
you hear me cry out the word ‘ Jerusalem !’ 
conclude that there is danger; endeavour to 
escape as quickly as possible by the back of the 
house, and I will either hold our enemies in 
■ parley, or defend the entrance with my sword, 
until I have given you time to get clear off.” 
Thus saying, he hastily quitted Ihe apartment. 

. “For the parley, you may have it all to your¬ 
self,” said the Levite, follovring him; but if 
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there be clashing of swords, it shall never be 
said that Simon was content to hear it without 
taking a part in the fray !” 

Trembling in one another’s arms, and lis¬ 
tening, as it were, with mouth, ears, and eyes, 
(for every sense was upon the stretch to catch 
the next sounds,) the Sagan and his daughter 
stood for a short time transfixed and speech¬ 
less ; but their suspense was not of long con¬ 
tinuance ; their terrors were dispelled almost as 
rapidly as they had been excited; they beard a 
window open in the adjoining house, when a 
female, in a sharp and angry voice, exclaimed, 
“ Begone, you noisy varlet! what mean you 
by disturbing my house at this time of day ?” 

' “ I am the private quarter-master of Mark 
Antony, the Triumvir; and, in his name, I 
demand admittance for these two ladies, whom 
I have billeted upon your house.” 

“ Ladies, forsooth ! they were here before, 
and I soon saw what sort of ladies they were. 
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I am an honest woman, fellow! and will not 
suffer my house to be polluted by any such 
harlotry ; ay, and if my good man were alive, 
he would soon send yoif skipping, sirrah, for 
daring to billet your trulls and trollops upon 
decent people.” 

“ Saucy beldame !” cried one of the females 
in the street, “ we are respectable dancers, be¬ 
longing to Mark Antony’s company of actors: 
we are to embark to-morrow for Egypt, and if 
you do not give us a night’s lodging, we have 
friends in Rome who will have you scourged 
with rods till you cannot stand, or, perhaps, 
batter your house about your ears with a ram.” 

“ What! cannot he fight the Parthians with¬ 
out a company of players ? Proh, pudor !— 
Respectable dancers, truly! O Dominum 
lequum et bonum ! I suppose Thoranius, the 
pimp, will vouch for your virtue; and me- 
thinks I have seen each of you at the Circus, in 
a yellow mitre. As for your friends in Rome, I 
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dare say they are numerous enough, for such 
baggages are hail fellow well met with all the 
rogues and vagabonds in the place; but I care 
not fur them, any more than I do for Antony 
himself, and so, my lady-dancers, you may e’en 
dance off to some other house, for here you 
cross not the threshold.” 

The actresses scolded and stormed, t he 
quarter-master again thundered at the door, 
but the stout-hearted widow, who, in addition 
to her' virtue, seemed to have a considerable 
share of the virago in her composition, matched 
them in vituperative language, and made good 
the possession of her domestic castle; so that 
the besiegers, after discharging some fresh 
volleys of abuse, mixed with fierce threats for 
her contumacy, were fain to decamp in search 
of another lodging. Gabriel and Simon re¬ 
turned at the same time to the apartment, when 
the former stated that several of the players, 
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Ijoth male and female, being billeted upon the 
inn, he had learned from them that Mark An- 
tony’s baggage and train were to be embarked 
at this place, but that he himself would leave 
Rome in two or three days for Brundusium, 
whence he intended returning to his go¬ 
vernment in the East. “ Good tidings! 
good tidings !” cried the Sagan. “'When jthe 
manna fell in the wilderness, it was at first 
taken for snow; but it proved a blessing in¬ 
stead of a curse; and even so, Gabriel, have 
you brought us pleasant news, when we looked 
for nothing but terror and sadness.” In this 
welcome intelligence they not only found ample 
subject of congratulation at having chosen their 
present route, but being now relieved from all 
danger of future pursuit, while their recent 
alarm was proved to have been utterly un¬ 
founded, they betook themselves to their prayers 
and thanksgivings with an additional fervour of 
VOL. III. L 
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gratitude, and retiring soon afterwards to rest, 
had the unspeakable satisfaction of passing a 
night in sweet and undisturbed slumber. 

At an early hour on the following morning 
they proceeded in high spirits to the wharf for 
the purpose of embarking, when the Sagan, 
striking his foot upon the earth, exclaimed to 
his companions, “ Although affliction cometh 
not forth of the dust, neither doth trouble 
spring out of the ground, but we have doubtless 
been visited with sore sorrows for our own 
offences; let us, nevertheless, my friends, shake 
the dust of this accursed and idolatrous country 
from our feet; the more especially as we are 
now about to turn our faces towards the Holy 
Land. Nor let us omit, on the next Fast of 
Ex)>iation, ere the Azazel be led into the wil¬ 
derness and abandoned, or thrown over the 
])rceipice at Jerusalem, to put our hands upon 
its horns, to confess our sins, and implore for¬ 
giveness ; and may the scarlet ribbon which is 
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fastened to the Temple-gate be miraculously 
changed to white, as it ever happens upon this 
holy anniversary, in proof that our sacrifice is 
accepted of God, that expiation has been duly 
made, and that our sins are forgiven us.” 

“ Amen, amen ! Selah !” cried Simon, stamp¬ 
ing upon the ground; Zillah and Gabriel re¬ 
peated the same words, accompanied with a 
similar action; when the Hebrews, contenting 
themselves with this hasty purification, until a 
more solemn and efficient one could be perform¬ 
ed, gladly withdrew their feet from the Koinan 
soil, and entered the merchant-vessel which 
was to convey them to Tyre. On the same 
afternoon they sailed down the river to the 
port of Ostia, the banks of the Tiber on either 
side being adorned with a succession of villas, 
embowered in groves and gardens. Many of 
the buildings on their right were the backs of 
large hotels, of which the fronts faced the 
Ostian road, where it approached the river; but 
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the grounds of all were laid out in an uniform 
taste, the walks enclosed and darkened with 
tensile evergreens, shaped into the representa¬ 
tion of animals, or grotesque and fantastical 
forms; the lawns that sloped down to the water 
covered with, what Pliny cdls, the soft and 
almost liquid Acanthus; and the whole planta¬ 
tion encumbered with statues of stone or mar¬ 
ble. Formal and somewhat gloomy as was 
the general aspect of these mansions, Zillah, 
whose exhilaration at the prospect of quitting 
Italy disposed her to be delighted with every 
thing she saw, contemplated them with pleasure, 
and ‘ expressed her admiration in terms which 
her father would not suffer to pass without a 
rebuke. Although not less gratified than his 
companions at escaping from the land of the 
heathen; his hatred, which in this respect re- 
•sembled true love, seemed to gather strength 
as it receded from its object; and experience 
having now shown him that he might safely 
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indulge his animosity, so long as he confined 
himself to the Hebrew tongue, he burst into 
an angry, not to say a passionate philippic, 
against the Romans, which effectually silenced 
for the future every encomiastic allusion to 
Italy, and all that it contained.” 

“ Amen, Selah!” ejaculated Simon, drawing 
himself up, as the Sagan concluded his maledic¬ 
tion, and looking very sternly at the Roman sai¬ 
lors, who, fortunately, understood not a syllable 
of what had been uttered. “ No wonder they are 
such barbarians,” he continued, “ for they have 
no order of Levites for whom they set aside the 
tithe of corn, fruit, and cattle, and who in 
return may minister in the Temple, study the 
law, and become judges in their courts. The sa¬ 
vages ! they have no true Temple, no inspired 
Prophets; no Pool of Serpents; no Valley of 
Hinnom; no Shekinah; no golden candlestick 
with seven branches; no shew-bread; no holy 
fire ; no high priest; no golden snuffers for the 
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lamps! Lo ! they keep no sabbaths; they eat 
the sinew of the hind-quarter, and drink of the 
cup of devils.”. 

“ Which, however, contains no unpalatable 
beverage,” observed Gabriel, “ if it be filled 
with strong Chian wine. How say you, Simon 

“ I had no Eli to whisper unto me, ‘ Put 
away thy wine from thee.’ How say I, ask 
you. Master Gabriel ? Verily I would say unto 
thee, as Balaam did to his ass,—‘ Because ihou 
hast mocked me, I would there were a sword in 
mine hand, for now would I kill thee.’ ” The 
retort was a tolerably sharp one, and the Lev ite, 
who had not the smallest relish for a joke, espe¬ 
cially when it was at his own expense, seemed 
by his lowering looks so well prepared to exem¬ 
plify his quotation, should he be goaded by an¬ 
other taunt, that Gabriel held it prudent tt) 
forbear; and reverting to the Romans, declared 
that he should quit their country without a 
single subject of regret, had he not left behind 
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liim the rare gems he had taken so much pains 
to collect, and thus enabled Mark Antony, like 
another Hezekiah, to make treasuries for preci¬ 
ous stones, and for all manner of pleasant jewels. 

“ I need not reccwd my own gratitude and 
joy at quitting the hated shores of Italy,” said 
Zillah; “ and yet, my dear father, I can scarcely 
deem the Romans such barbarians as you would 
maintain, M'hen I recollect the pleasure I have 
derived from the perusal of their literature.” 

“ It is all stolen, my child, as I before stated, 
from that of the Greeks; and your pleasure 
would have been quickly converted into unut¬ 
terable disgust, had I not been careful to select 
and purify what I placed before you ; for abo¬ 
minations, licentiousness, and all the worst 
faults of a gross, vulgar, and uncivilized people 
pervade their writings, and attest the pollution 
of their liyes. Some openly avow and inculcate 
a sensual Epicureanism of the most brutalizing 
tendency. They who are philosophers and 
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moralists in theory, are all profligates in prac¬ 
tice, all as hypocritical and hollow as the histo¬ 
rian Sallust, whom we lately saw walking in his 
beautiful gardens on the Quirinal Mount, and 
who has proved by every act of his life, that the 
pure and noble sentiments in his works have 
never had the smallest influence upon his con¬ 
duct. There is no dignifled and stainless lite¬ 
rature in the world except our own; none so 
holy and august; none so sublime ; none which 
has inculcated so lofty a morality ; none which 
has been so truly exemplified in the irreproach¬ 
able lives of its inspired authors.” 

Casting anchor between a picturesque island 
and the busy town of Ostia, at the mouth of the 
Tiber, they were detained several days to com¬ 
plete their lading; a delay which, as they had 
now discarded all fear of pursuit and detention, 
was only regretted as it retarded their arrival 
in Palestine. In the anticipation of this happy 
event, which now promised to be of certain 
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and speedy occurrence, complacency and peace 
once more sate upon the Sagan’s brow. He 
chatted with Gabriel, he congratulated and em¬ 
braced his daughter, he pointed out to both the 
direction they were to take to arrive at Tyre; 
he got up before daybreak to contemplate the 
rising sun, because it ascended from the East; 
he conversed familiarly with the sailors, Ro¬ 
mans though they were; and as he reclined 
upon the deck, discoursing with Zillah, and 
carrying forward his thoughts to their arrival 
in the Holy City, he exclaimed, “ Zillah, my 
child, we have lost the months Elul and Tizri, 
and it grieves me that I cannot participate in 
the Fast of Expiation, seeing that we have all 
such flagrant need of its purifying influence, 
on account of the many defilements wc have 
contracted among these accursed Pagans. But 
God’s will be done ? We must seek a special 
absolution for ourselves, and if we could behold 
the Temple, even in the month Marchsevan, in 
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time for the feast in memorial of the stones of 
the altar profaned by the Greeks, and put aside 
by the Maccabees, I would fall upon my knees, 
and thank Heaven with a grateful and rejoicing 
heart. So may it be ! Amen !” 

Simon, who somewhat disdained the menial 
offices to which he was subjected as an inferior 
Levite, but delighted in the service of a cho¬ 
rister, rehearsed a portion of the psalms and 
hymns in which he had been occasionally call¬ 
ed, by rotation, to take a part; his long beard, 
deep voice, enthusiastic manner, and foreign 
tongue, affording an inexhaustible subject of 
amusement to the sailors, although some of 
them, growing weary of solemn tunes, would 
now and then call upon him to strike up a merry 
song of the sea, or a Bacchanalian roundelay. 

Such had been the tumult and agitation of Zil- 
lah’s mind during the last few eventful days, that 
she had had no leisure to analyse her own sensa¬ 
tions, or even to indulge any other feeling than 
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an all-absorbing anxiety to fly from her perse¬ 
cutor, and make her escape from Italy. In 
the comparative security and composure of her 
present asylum, and in the lapse of several days, 
during which the vessel was waiting for a fair 
wind, after the completion of its lading, she was 
enabled to take a deliberate review of the differ¬ 
ent adventures she had encountered since her 
departure from Jerusalem ; to recall the pre¬ 
dictions of Nabal, and the faithful, though she 
feared it could not be termed the final accom¬ 
plishment they had received; to speculate anew 
upon the mysterious, and apparently the un¬ 
meaning apparitions of Esau; to dwell fondly 
and with a lingering minuteness of recollection 
upon the Recurrence in the Amphitheatre, and 
the subsequent prolonged and interesting con¬ 
ferences with Felix. Aware of the predomi¬ 
nance of this latter subject in her thoughts, a 
sense of modest delicacy had induced her to 
consider it last; but she could not chase its 
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impressions from her mind, as she could all 
those that referred to Nabal and Esau, and the 
talisroanic necklace. They remained behind; 
they became the perpetual inmates of her 
bosom ; they presented themselves when she 
sunk into unconscious reveries; they were 
renewed with more vivid distinctness in her 
dreams. Felix, his virtues, his amiability, his 
intelligence, his superiority to the rest of his 
countrymen, were the themes over which her 
heart brooded in silence, which she contemplated 
with delight, and yet with an ever-increasing 
melancholy that elicited frequent involuntary 
sighs from her bosom. These she attributed 
to her regret at leaving his perfect conversion 
unaccomplished, to the dread of hj^ relapsing 
into all the blindness of idolatry; and even 
when the anchor was weighed, and the vessel 
stood out to sea—when she was actually steer¬ 
ing towards her beloved Palestine, and quitting 
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the scene of all her sufferings and peril—when, 
instead of the rapture which such a moment was 
calculated to inspire, she found herself watch¬ 
ing the receding shores of Italy with a senti¬ 
ment of regret, of which every instant deepened 
the intensity,—when at length, as the shades 
of evening shut out the last point of land upon 
which she had riveted her straining eyes, the 
tears stole from the cells in which they' had 
long been lingering, and coursed one another 
down her cheeks,—still, still did the deluded girl 
imagine that her emotions had no other source 
than compassion, and a profound interest for the 
spiritual welfare of Felix. Zillah was too inno¬ 
cent too inexperienced to suspect that her hither¬ 
to unvisited heart had at length been touched, 
that the fountains of its deep tenderness were 
at that moment overflowing from her eyes, that 
she had receded from the shores of Italy with 
such a soft regretful emotion, because it was 



230 


ZItLAH; 


the abiding-place of Felix, and that the deep 
concern for his welfare, which had originated 
in religion, was now prompted by the fondness 
of a fervent though undeveloped love. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


The Italian coast was again in sight on the 
following morning, and continued so for several 
days, during which the prevalence of adverse 
winds induced the pilot to keep in shore, that 
he might run into port, should such a measure 
be rendered necessary by the state of the 
weather. At times, they approached so near as 
to be able to recognize several of the towns, 
hills, and headlands ; of which the names being 
communicated by the captain to his Hebrew 
passengers, served to recall to them many 
passages of the Roman history; while they 
were contemplated with an additional interest 
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by Zillah, for reasons which she herself could 
hardly define, even while she felt their in¬ 
fluence. As they passed the' rocks of the 
Sirens, which they did at a cautious distance, 
many marvellous tales of the female monsters 
who once inhabited them, were recited by the 
crew; one of whom sang a ballad upon the 
subject, to which his companions most eagerly 
listened, with every appearance of an implicit 
Irelief in its terrible marvels. The waves were 
to be seen foaming over the crags which still 
bore the name of these seductive warblers, but 
the nymphs themselves no longer displayed 
their- beautiful forms floating upon the water; 
and instead of the once-irresistible enchantment 
of their symphonious voices, our voyagers were 
fain to listen . to the loud and unmelodious 
chant of the sailor, recording their mellifluous 
achievements in most uncongenial strains. In 
the apparent determination not to expose the 
valuable cargo with which he was entrusted to 
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chor ofF the Lipanean Islands, with the inten¬ 
tion of passing the night there. It was a beau¬ 
tiful serene evening, and as Zillah stood upon 
the deck, she surveyed with admiration the 
calm and reposing magnificence of the scenery 
that surrounded her. The sun was just sink¬ 
ing behind the Island of Sardinia, throwing 
broad masses of shadow for some distance from 
its shores, and irradiating the remoter waters 
of tlie Tuscan sea with a ruddy bloom, while 
it crowned with a more golden radiance the 
distant heights of Sicily and Campania. The 
great luminary at length sunk slowly and ma¬ 
jestically down ; a veil of deepest purple fell 
over the face of Nature ; the wind was hushed, 
the waves were lulled, and the world seemed to 
be resigning itself to the sleep of darkness, all 
but the lofty summit of Mount j®tna, whose 
rose-coloured snows, still gleaming in the rays 
of the sun, might have almost persuaded the 
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spectator that the volcano was at that moment 
burning. Even this beacon, however, was at 
length extinguished, and every thing became 
shrouded in the deep gloom of a moonless 
night. The sailors, after having sung in chorus 
a rude invocation to Neptune, soliciting his 
protection while they were asleep, but at the 
same time threatening to neglect his temples if 
he turned a deaf ear to their request, had re¬ 
tired to their hammocks, with the exception of 
those who were to patrol the deck till day¬ 
light. The Hebrews had separated after the 
completion of their customary prayers, and 
Zillah, in the solitude of the narrow cabin which 
had been assigned to her, was left to darkness 
and her own meditations. 

In vain did she endeavour to address herself 
to sleep. Her thoughts had become involved 
in the solution of an enigma which, however 
obvious it might have been to others, proved 
much too intricate for herself to unravel. She 
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enquired of her own heart, why it should feel 
thus heavy and oppressed, wlien so many cir¬ 
cumstances combined to fill it wth hope and 
exultation; she demanded why her retrospec¬ 
tive affections should cling to the shores she 
liad left, instead of being thrown forward to 
tliose of her native land, which she was about 
to revisit; she taxed herself with inconsistency, 
with ingratitude to Heaven ; she was vexed at 
the nature of her feelings, and equally so at her 
inability to fathom them; for not even in the 
secrecy of these self-communings, although her 
thoughts were constantly reverting to Felix, did 
she suspect the real origin of her sensations. 
In this unavailing scrutiny, the hours slipped 
away, and still she could not sleep. She opened 
the hatch of the cabin-window, which was 
scarcely large enqjigh to admit her head, and 
looked out upon the midnight sea. All was 
black and dumb. Now and then, indeed, she 
caught the tramp of the watch patrolling the 
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deck; but in the intervals of their march, it 
appeared as if the sea were dead, and that light 
and sound had deserted the world together. 
Silence itself seemed hushed; and the intense 
voiceless repose of earth and ocean, sublime and 
even awful as it was to one thus floating in the 
midst of darkness and the great waters, im¬ 
parted such a soothing influence to her bosom, 
that she again closed the window, in the per¬ 
suasion that she should now be enabled to 
slumber. 

Not long had she extended herself upon her 
bed for this purpose, when the profound sere¬ 
nity of Nature was suddenly startled by the 
fierce blast of a trumpet, mingled with the 
shrill piping of a whistle, instantly followed by 
the quick tramping of feet, and loud dissonant 
cries of “ All hands on d§ck ! Up, up! All 
hands on deck !” This alarming summons was 
simultaneously answered from various parts* of 
the ship by the shouts of the captain and sailors 
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rushing from their beds; at the same instant, 
Zillah could hear grappling-irons rattling 
against the deck and rigging, and distinguish 
the struggling of numerous boarders scrambling 
up the sides of the vessel. In another moment, 
there was a fierce and terrible scuffle immedi¬ 
ately above her head; the clashing of swords, 
the cries of rage, the screams of anguish, pierced 
her thrilling ears; and two of the combatants, 
being either killed or driven overboard, were 
dashed successively into the tranquil waters be¬ 
neath her cabin-window. They were the watch¬ 
men who had been patrolling the deck. A mo¬ 
mentary pause succeeded their destruction; but 
some of the crew having made their way up¬ 
wards by the fore-hatchway, the contest was re¬ 
newed at the farther extremity of the vessel. 
It was sharp and desperate, but not of long 
continuance ; for after the same appalling 
sounds of clashing steel, wrestling feet, shouts 
and groans, other victims were heard plunging 
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into the waves, the hatclies were shut with a 
loud bang, and bolted down, all farther efforts 
on the part of the imprisoned crew were una¬ 
vailing, and the captain himself, who had been 
unable to force his way upon deck, called out 
to his men, that they had no alternative but to 
surrender to the pirates who had surprised 
their vessel. 

So rapidly had all this been transacted, that 
Zillah, who sat shuddering in her bed, had not 
had even time to guess at the cause of the ter¬ 
rific uproar. Indeed her faculties were too 
much appalled to be capable of free exercise: 
there was but a single board between herself 
and this scene of tumult, agony, and death, 
when it had first commenced; the plank, which 
almost touched her head, shook with the stamp¬ 
ing of hostile feet, or the heavy fall of the vic¬ 
tim, whose deep groan of death seemed to be 
almost poured into her ear, as she heard the 
wretched being dragged along the deck, and 
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hurled into the plashing wave. Although her 
eyes were spared the sight of this bloody con¬ 
flict, she had participated in all its horrors: it 
was a relief, therefore, to her harrowed feelings, 
when she found that the struggle was over, 
even though its result had left the ship in pos¬ 
session of its fierce assailants. From the words 
of the captain, she now learned that they were 
pirates, into whose hands she would rather have 
fallen than info those of Mark Antony; and 
although her first impulse had been to fasten 
the door of her little cabin, to secure herself 
from outrage, her anxiety on her father’s ac¬ 
count induced her to open it, and call out his 
name. Accompanied by Gabriel and Simon, 
he was already making his way towards her, as 
rapidly as the darkness would allow, when, 
clasping her in his arms, he declared his readi¬ 
ness to submit passively to the dispensations of 
Heaven, whatever they might be, since his child 
was safe. Simon, afraid to wield his drawn 
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sword, lest he should wound his own friends, 
and furious as a trapped tiger, implored Ga¬ 
briel to enquire, since he himself could not 
speak the language of the heathen, whether 
they might not still force their way upwards, 
and attempt to recover the vessel. For this 
purpose, they all made their way to the cabin, 
where the remainder of the crew were assem¬ 
bled around their captain, who repeated, that 
since the hatches were fastened down, resistance 
was impossible; they were, unfortunately, in the 
power of their assailants, and must resign them¬ 
selves to their fate. He expressed his opinion, 
that they had been captured by a pirate, well 
known by the name of Bald-headed Salvius; a 
son, as it was said, of the celebrated dute- 
player, who had been saluted King by the rebel¬ 
lious slaves of Sicily, in the time of Marius. 
This sea-rover commanded a vessel of small force, 
but had become formidable of late from the des¬ 
perate character of his crew, and the daring 
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enterprises he had achieved, most of which had 
been accomplished in the night-time. His gal¬ 
ley drew so little water, that it was impossible 
to pursue her in any vessel of force, amid the 
intricate navigation of the rocks and islands to 
which he always fled for refuge. Nay, he had 
been known to dash with this light bark through 
the roaring whirlpools of Scylla and Charybdis, 
where none could follow without certain de¬ 
struction ; while he had formed a magazine for 
securing his booty amid such inaccessible fast¬ 
nesses upon Mount .(Etna, that no attempt had 
been hitherto made to dislodge or even to molest 
him. “ However,” continued the captain, “al¬ 
though I would rather have heard the dogs of 
Scylla and Charybdis barking in my ear at mid¬ 
night, than have thus fallen into his power, it is 
but justice to state, that Salvius is never unne¬ 
cessarily cruel: we are all sure of good treat¬ 
ment, for avarice is the leading feature of his 
character, and we are now become his property. 
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They who can procure ransom-money from 
their friends will be readily given up; they 
who cannot, must pray to Jupiter for kind mas¬ 
ters, for- they will all be inevitably sold for 
slaves.” 

“ This is good treatment, indeed,” said Ga¬ 
briel ; “ and I suppose we are to judge of his 
humanity by his conduct to the poor fellows 
on deck, whom he cut down, and threw over¬ 
board with so little ceremony.” 

“ Nay, while he is fighting to obtain booty, 
he is furious and fell as a beast of prey, and 
human life is viler than sea-weed in his eyes; 
but when his plunder is secured, he becomes as 
calm and calculating as a merchant, and will 
injure nothing that can be turned to account.” 

It would be difficult to imagine a company 
more (disconsolate and forlorn than that of the 
captain, his passengers, and the survivors of 
his crew, thus huddled together in the total 
darkness of the cabin, listening to the trium- 



A TALE OF JERUSALEM. 


243 


phant laugh or heavy tramp of their captors 
parading the deck above, while each speculated 
in gloomy silence upon the captivity that await¬ 
ed him. Some revolved in their minds the 
possibility of procuring ransom-money from 
their friends or relations, reckoning them over 
one by one, weighing their pecuniary means, 
balancing their will against their capability to 
assist them, and drawing conclusions according 
to the sanguine or desponding temperament of 
the calculator. Others who, from their friend¬ 
less state, had not even this poor consolation to 
sustain them, resigned themselves to the thought 
of slavery; and, obeying the captain’s advice, 
prayed inwardly to Jupiter, or Neptune, or 
to whichever of the numerous Pagan Deities 
happened to be their favourite, imploring that 
he would grant them kind masters, speedy 
means of escape, or an early manumission. The 
Sagan whispered to his daughter, that the God 
of Abraham and of Isaac, who delivered Jacob 
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from the hand of Esau, Zedekiah from the sword 
of the slaughterer, and Daniel from the lions, 
would deliver them also from the great waters 
and the hands of strange children; bidding her 
be of good cheer, and address her thoughts to 
Heaven. This was a counsel that Zillah scarce¬ 
ly needed, for in the hour of terror and deep 
jeopardy her devout soul seemed instinetively 
to spread its wings, and seek shelter from the 
troubles of earth amid high and celestial 
thoughts.. Others, it is true, would sometimes 
unconsciously mingle with her meditations; and, 
if she occasionally adverted for a moment to 
the predictions of Nabal, now receiving a new 
accomplishment, or to the ambiguous friendship 
ofEsaoj or even indulged the notion that the 
talisman she wore about her neck might possi¬ 
bly become instrumental in extricating Iier froni 
heii-present calamity, her allegiance to Heaven 
so far from being weakened by these human 
associations, was rather confirmed and fortified; 
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the 'recollection of her past deliverances corro¬ 
borating the hope of future protection. Dark¬ 
ness veiled her face; but could its expression 
have been seen, as she sate beside her father, 
holding his hand in her own, it would have 
been found that the terror and agitation of the 
night-attack had gradually passed away, and 
that it now wore a character of calm and holy 
resignation. 

The Sagan himself, with all his irritable feel¬ 
ing and jealous bigotry, possessed so much sim¬ 
plicity of character in worldly affairs, that he 
would never have dreamed of dissembling his 
real name and rank, had not Gabriel reminded 
him, that if the pirate should discover him to 
be the second High Priest of the Jews, he would 
immediately fix such a price for his ransom, 
that his friends at Jerusalem, unable or un¬ 
willing to raise the money, might leave him to 
pine in captivity. From King Antigonus, aware, 
as he soon must be, that they had failed in their 



246 


ZILLAH; 


mission, and that the jewels with which they 
had been entrusted, even if they had not fallen 
into the hands of Maili Antony, would natu¬ 
rally have become the prey of the pirate, no 
assistance whatever could be expected; and he 
therefore counselled the Sagan to pass himself 
off for a common priest returning with his 
daughter from Rome, whither he had been to 
visit some relations:—Simon might wear Iris real 
character of an inferior Levite; and he himself 
needed to practise very little deception, when he 
represented himself as a poor kinsman, travel¬ 
ling with his relation in quality of an assistant. 
The Sagan was, moreover, recommended to offer 
such a moderate sum for the ransom of the 
whole pd;rty, as might confirm the statement of 
their humble station, and be raised without 
difficulty as soon as they should have the li¬ 
berty of writing to their friends. All these dis¬ 
creet suggestions, which, of course, passed in 
Hebrew, were readily adopted. Simon was 
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tutored how to comport himself, so as not to 
excite any suspicion; the Sagan received a few 
words of salutary advice, inculcating a due re¬ 
spect for Salvius, the Bald Pirate, since he was 
now the absolute master of their fate; Zillah 
promised to be watchful and circumspect: and 
thus prepared to encounter the interrogatories 
of their captor, they patiently awaited the com¬ 
ing dawn of day. 

Upon seizing the vessel, the pirates had in¬ 
stantly cut the cable; and a gentle breeze having 
sprung up, the sails were unfurled, and the 
prisoners in the cabin found themselves in mo¬ 
tion without knowing what course the ship was 
steering. Upon this point various conjectures 
were started : the captain declaring, that if they 
had really been taken by Salvius, he would sail 
direct for Mount .^Etna; but that, if they stood 
out to sea, they might conclude themselves to 
have fallen into the power of some of the Afri¬ 
can corsairs,—a possible contingency, which 
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he contemplated with undissembled dismay, on 
account of their ferocious character, and the 
little chance of redemption from so remote a 
slavery. It was a great relief, therefore, to all 
parties, when, as the morning dawned, they 
could discern from the window of the cabin the 
stupendous bulk of -jEtna, presenting its rocky 
masses to them in dark grandeur, while as the 
sun painfully and slowly climbed up its dpposite 
acclivity, the pyramidal shadow of the mountain, 
forming a visible track in the air, stretched across 
the whole island and far into the sea. While 
they were admiring this grand object, the He¬ 
brews were not a little surprised at hearing the 
« 

pirates very devoutly putting up their morning 
prayers, and singing hymns to Neptune and 
Mercury; nor was their wonder diininished, 
when the captain assured them, that the Bald 
Pirate, whose identity he did not now any longer 
doubt, was not less remarkable for his own reli¬ 
gious character, than for the strictness with 
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which he enforced its observances among his 
crew. Choosing Mercury for his appropriate 
Deity, he had affixed his statue to the head of 
his galley, scrupulously setting aside a tenth 
part of all his booty for the Temple of his 
patron in the vicinity of Mount .<Etna; the 
priests of which were his agents in negotiating 
the ransom of his prisoners; while • the rude 
inhabitants pf that district, benefiting by the 
spoils he made, were the confederates of his 
robberies and violence. 

The sun had hardly risen above the snowy 
summit of the mountain, when the pirates again 
casting anchor off the northern extremity of 
the island, and at no great distance from the 
entrance to the perilous Straits of Scylla and 
Charybdis, partly opened one of the hatches, 
and ordered the captain upon deck, notice 
being at the same time given, that if more than 
one person presented himself at the hatchway, 
he would instantly be cut down. With this 
M 5 
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command the captain immediately complied ; 
when, after a short delay, during which he was 
probably giving a list of his cargo and crew, 
the latter were called up by name, disarmed, 
handcuffed, and again sent below. Our He¬ 
brews, who followed, were also disarmed, but, as 
they were evidently- not belligerents, and the 
pirate seemed to credit the account of their rank 
and station, they suffered no farther indignity, 
and were even allowed to remain upon deck. 
Zillah, as she ascended, was not a little startled 
at the grim array of the sea-robbers, who stood 
around the hatchway with their drawn swords, 
presenting a gang of runaway slaves, gladia¬ 
tors, and renegadoes of all nations, whose fero¬ 
cious looks were by no means calculated to 
allay her apprehensions, although the whole 
crew seemed to be in perfect subjection to their 
leader. Salvius himself, who had obtained the 
name of the Bald-headed Pirate from his want 
of hair and his always choosing to fight with- 
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out a helmet, had paid dear for this strange 
propensity, his skull being furrowed with scars, 
as if it had been always foremost in every 
onset, and had ever presented a fair mark for 
the swords of his assailants. He appeared to 
have been the principal combatant in the recent 
struggle, his tunic, as well as his naked arms 
and legs, being stained with blood, some of 
which was still oozing from beneath a bandage, 
placed carelessly around his knee, though he 
paid no attention to the wound. He was rather 
below the common height, but exhibited great 
muscular strength, his short, partially grizzled 
beard betraying a touch of age which was no¬ 
where else discernible. HiS eye was deep-set 
beneath a broad bold brow; his lips .were com¬ 
pressed, his expression, though by no means 
stern, was indicative of a calm energy^, which 
provocation would soon render terrible; he 
spoke little, intimating his orders by a look, a 
nod, or by pointing with his linger; and how- 
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ever furious and fell he niight have been in the 
desperate struggle of the night, he now wore a 
look so perfectly composed and phlegmatic, as 
he sate behind the hatchway, noting down 
upon a waxed tablet, with the point of his 
dagger, the names and number of his pri¬ 
soners, that he might have been rather deemed 
some careful and- methodical merchant, taking 
an inventory of his cargo, than the captain of a 
desperate gang of pirates and outlaws, reckon¬ 
ing up his plunder. 

Zillah observed that he noticed her with a 
very strict and searching scrutiny ; and although 
his regards were not of that immodest character 
which had offended her in Mark Antony, but 
rather the keen survey of a chapman calculating 
the market value of a commodity, she liked not 
the sordid aspect of his eyes, and walked away 
towards the stem of the vessel. Here, how¬ 
ever, she was exposed to a worse annoyance, for 
she noticed, with a shudder, that the deck was 
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red with the blood of the unfortunate victims 
who had perished in the conflict of the night, 
to avoid which revolting object she hung over 
the side of the vessel, gazing upon the beautiful 
Island of Sicily. But little time was allowed 
her to admire its scenery, for the galley belong¬ 
ing to the pirates now rowing close up along¬ 
side, the Hebrews and the captain of the ship 
were ordered to transfer themselves Into it- 
With a courtesy which he little expected, the 
Sagan was asked what luggage belonged to 
him; and on his describing it, the whole was 
brought from the merchant-vessel, and depo¬ 
sited in the galley. Emboldened by this con¬ 
siderate treatment of the Hebrews, the captain 
re((uested the same favour for himself; and on 
its being refused, ventured to remind Salvius 
that he was a Roman citizen, hoping, perhaps, 
to soften or intimidate him by the mention of 
that redoubtable name. 


“ So are all the Sicilians,” replied the pirate 
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calmly, “by a late decree of Mark Antony; 
and though I disdain to claim any rights that 
he, or his whole nation, can confer, I maintain 
myself to be a true Roman by my acts, for I 
wage war with all the world, kill those who op¬ 
pose me, and make slaves of those that sur¬ 
render. Handle your oars, my comrades, and 
pull away for the Goat’s Cave.” 

The rowers shaped tlieir course eastward, 
and it was not without a new alarm, that the 
Sagan and his companions found they were 
about to pass through the formidable Straits of 
Scylla and Charybdis. All the fabled horrors 
of these whirlpools, so proverbially fatal to 
navigators, rushed upon their memories with 
such a fearful influence, that as they heard the 
eddying gulphs roaring on either side, they 
were in momentary dread of being sucked 
within their vortex, and swallowed up by the 
foaming waters. Salvius, however, himself sate 
at the helm, calm and unconcerned as if he 
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were upon terra firma; and though they were 
occasionally whirled forward with a frightful 
impetuosity, they made the perilous passage 
in perfect safety, and, still coasting the island, 
soon found themselves close under the eastern 
side of Mount Mtna.. 

Just before the death of Julius Csesar, a 
terrible eruption, which was afterwards con¬ 
sidered by the sujierstitious as an indisputable 
omen of his approaching assassination, had de¬ 
vastated this side of the island, pouring such a 
torrent of lava into the sea, that its heat de¬ 
stroyed the fish for a considerable distance, 
and shooting out burning masses, by which 
vessels were set on fire, even in the Liparman 
Islands. Of this frightful convulsion the ra¬ 
vages were still manifest, while several subse¬ 
quent explosions of less magnitude had i-ent 
asunder the sides of the mountain in various 
places-, tumbling masses of rock over deep pre¬ 
cipices, piling up immense hills of ashes, vomit- 
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ing forth torrents of water scarcely less mis¬ 
chievous than the lava, and disfiguring with 
hideous desolation the arena wherein the ele¬ 
ments had so furiously fought. The galley 
had now got into shallow water, and passing 
the low rocks of the Cyclops, covered with 
women washing clothes, the rowers ran up a 
narrow creek, where the sea made the nearest 
approach to the base of the mountain. As 
they advanced, the Hebrews contemplated the 
prospect before them with deep and thrilling 
awe. It was indeed a scene of beauty and 
chaotic convulsion, of terror and delight, as if 
a world had been suddenly overturned and 
br .ken up in the bloom of its loveliness, in the 
summer of its exuberant fertility. The cha¬ 
racter of these magnificent ruins of Nature 
varying with every change of their position; 
at one time they beheld rugged crags, masses 
of lava, and rocks blackened with fire, tower¬ 
ing up one above another in inaccessible preci- 
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pices; while the track of recent destruction was 
marked by whole groves laid prostrate, tre¬ 
mendous chasms yawning in the sides of the 
still smoking mountain, and unbedded rivulets 
or newly formed torrents leaping madly from 
height to height, as if eager to make their 
escape from the terrific region of fire. In 
another moment, their eyes would fall upon an 
unvlsited district, reposing in all the security of 
its own leafy and (juiet grandeur ; venerable 
trees of gigantic size standing forward upon 
crags and projecting ledges, as if they were the 
champions of the majestic forests, which, from 
the inequality of the ground, rose behind them 
in amphitheatrical succession, gorgeous in the 
last deep tints of autumn, and thrown from their 
irregular position, into groups and glades, 
which afibrded the strongest relief of light and 
shadow. Again, their view, taking a lower 
direction, expatiated over a sunny landscape of 
sylvan and pastoral beauty, presenting one un- 
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varied character of soft and pleasant fruitful* 
ness. This garden of Ceres and Pomona 
bloomed, although with occasional interruptions, 
around the whole base of the mountain, which 
was belted higher up with a zone of forests; 
while its summit was circled with a desert 
region of snow and ice, from the centre of 
which gusts of white smoke were perpetually 
puffing. 

Debarking at the extremity of the creek, the 
Sagan and his companions were conducted over 
a rocky, sterile, and apparently trackless terri¬ 
tory, to the foot of the chain of mountains 
known by the name of ^Etna, which they imme¬ 
diately began to ascend, not without toil and 
difficulty, from the steepness and unevenness of 
the ground. As they climbed upwards, new 
views of every variety of character, from the 
picturesque to the terrific and sublime, were 
continually opening; trees of cork, chesnut, and 
evergreen-oak, not less I'emarkable for their stu- 
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pendous size than the beauty of their form, were 
scattered amid the broken ground in wild pro- 
fusion; and as they wheeled round the base of 
a huge rock, which had been recently wrenched 
from some higher eminence, and had marked out 
its destructive track by the trees it had shiver¬ 
ed asunder, or totally overthrown in its pro¬ 
gress, they came in view of the aneient Temple 
of Vulcan, situated at a very considerable eleva¬ 
tion above them. It had been partially shat¬ 
tered down in the recent great eruption, its altar 
was deserted, its boasted perpetual fire was 
extinct, and the venerable oaks which had once 
encircled it, were now prostrate around it, leaf¬ 
less and dead, like faithful guards who had laid 
down their lives upon the spot they had been 
appointed to defend. This object was soon lost 
in their winding progress, which now became 
every moment more toilsome and perilous, some¬ 
times leading them close to the edge of dizzy 
precipices, which Zillah could not contemplate 
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without shuddering, or across torrents bursting 
from the furrowed sides of the mountain, which 
they were obliged to cross by the assistance of a 
long plank borne by one of their attendants for 
that purpose; while they were more than once 
threatened with suffocation from sulphureous 
exhalations fuming out of the pores of the black 
lava upon which they trod. 

The Sagan complained heavily of fatigue; 
and Zillah, anxious to procure some respite 
both for her father and herself, seated herself 
upon a crag at the base of a rocky wall, de¬ 
claring her inability to proceed any farther. 
“ you have no occasion ; at the top of this pre¬ 
cipice overhead is the Goat’s Cave,” said the 
pirate, who had marshalled the way during the 
whole of their route without uttering a single 
word. Zillah cast her eyes upwards, wondering 
how the perpendicular height was to be scaled, 
especially as it was rendered unassailable in one 
direction by a little cascade, which, leaping from 
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above, hurried along the foot of the rock, and 
then plunged into the tufted evergreens below; 
but her doubts were soon solved, for one of the 
attendants, drawing a ladder from the clumps of 
juniper, rhubarb, and saffron, among which it was 
concealed, placed it against the rock, when Sal- 
vius, in spite of the wound in his knee, ran up 
it, and steadying it with his hand,jas soon as he 
iiad gained the top, beckoned to the others to 
/‘•How him. The Sagan hesitated, objecting 
*hat this mode of ascent would not afford se¬ 
cure footing to a female, unaccustomed to such 
rude clambering; but Gabriel, observing that 
they had no alternative but to mount, since 
they would never be able to find their way 
down again, unless they descended headlong 
like the uprooted rocks, set his foot upon the 
ladder, and assisting Zillah to ascend, while the 
others followed immediately behind her, the 
whole party had soon reached the summit. 

They now found themselves upon a rough 
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platform of rock, surrounded by the precipice, 
up which they had just climbed, except where 
it joined the continued acclivity of the mountain, 
in which part Nature had formed out of the 
ancient lava an extensive series of subterranean 
grottoes, known by the name of the Goat’s Cave, 
from the place having originally been the resort 
of those wild animals. It was now, however, 
the magazine and armoury of Salvius, the Bald 
Pirate; who, by means of ropes, hoisted up 
hither- his lighter and more valuable booty, 
while he conhned within its inaccessible laby¬ 
rinths such prisoners as were likely to bring 
him any considerable ransom. The entrance 
to the different caverns was carefully barrica- 
doed and secured, a garrison of five or six armed 
men was always stationed on the spot, and a 
signal post being hoisted upon the platform, 
which commanded a view of the whole island 
and surrounding sea, they were enabled, by 
means of different flags, to give notice of every 
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vessel that approached, as well as to summon 
their comrades to their support, should their 
rocky keep be menaced with attack. 

Passing under a lofty arch of. black lava, 
beneath which vast numbers of wild pigeons 
had built their nests, the Hebrews were ushered 
into an open cavern, forming a sort of vestibule 
to the others, where they were committed to 
the custody of a lame old man, of rather ingra¬ 
tiating appearance, when compared with his 
comrades, who had been the pirate’s chief-mate, 
but had become incapacitated for active service. 
Taking a bunch of keys from beneath his tunic, 
and lighting a torch that he might find his way, 
Salvius now unlocked the entrance to his sub¬ 
terranean stores, and proceeded to compare their 
contents with a memorandum-book, which he 
always carried about his person, having previ¬ 
ously ordered the mate to search the prisoners 
strictly. Zillah revolted from the thought of 
being subjected to this process by ruffians who 
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were little likely to execute their commission 
with much delicacy ; hut the mate, as if he read 
her wishes, conhrmed the prepossession she had 
already imbibed from his countenance, by de¬ 
claring that he would summon his daughter for 
the purpose. He accordingly applied to his 
mouth a loud whistle, whose echoes rang shril¬ 
ly among the distant caverns and gorges of 
jEtna, when, pointing with his finger, they 
beheld a girl standing upon the salient angle 
of an opposite height, at a considerable eleva¬ 
tion above their heads, and Zillah uttered an 
involuntary cry of terror as she saw her leap 
boldly down, like a rivulet, into the glade below, 
and disappear. “ Be not alarmed, lady,” said 
the mate, in an accent which betrayed his 
Grecian origin, “ my Helen, who lives all day 
upon the mountain, and knows every stone and 
rock from base to crater, never does herself any 
injury, though it is sometimes frightful enough 
to see her chasing the wild goats, and jumping 



A TALE OF JERUSALEM. 


265 


after them, like an antelope. There she i.s 
again, bounding from yonder pile of lava. 
Ah ! we have lost her now, she has plunged 
into the great ravine. Poor girl! if she were 
not crazy, she would never run such risks, nor 
take so little harm ; for they say Jupiter always 
protects those who have lost their wits.” Zillah 
enquired how this misfortune had been occa¬ 
sioned.—“ Though I see by your dress and dia¬ 
lect, that you are barbarians,” replied the mate, 
“ you are surely aware, that when the giant 
Enceladus rebelled against Jupiter, he was 
struck with a thunderbolt, and overwhelmed 
beneath the mountain on which we are now 
standing. The flames which it sometimes 
vomits proceed from his breath, its thunder is 
his angry voice, and when he turns upon his 
side, or attempts to rise, the whole island 
shakes to its foundations. Near the summit 
of the mountain, the lava is perforated with un¬ 
fathomable caves and chasms, communicating 
VOL. III. N 
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with one another, and leading, ns it is supposed, 
into the very bowels of ^tna. My poor Helen 
had been missing for two whole days; we sought 
her every where in vain; we had given her up, 
concluding that she had fallen over some preci¬ 
pice and perished, when she at length emerged 
from one of these bottomless clefts in the lava, 
aghast, speechless, almost dead. For nine days 
she was stone deaf, and although her speech 
and hearing then returned to her, she has never 
recovered her wits. What she saw to occasion 
her bewilderment she has never revealed, but 
we imagine that she must have penetrated far 
enough to behold the giant struggling in the 
great gulf of fire beneath the crater ; or perhaj)s 
her ear was stunned by the noise of the sub¬ 
terranean Cyclops forging the thunderbolts of 
Jupiter. Poor girl! poor Helen! it w as an un¬ 
lucky day when she wandered into those fearful 
labyrinths.” 

“ Will she 6nd the ladder so as to reach the 
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platform?” enquired Zillah, interested in the 
daughter, from the feeling evinced by the pa¬ 
rent, who had turned round at the conclusion 
of his story to conceal a tear. 

“ She will not need it,” said the mate; “ she 
will scramble down the mountain over our heads, 
though none but our goats ever attempt that pas- 
.sage, and some of them have peristied in the de¬ 
scent.”—His assertion was soon confirmed, for 
they presently heard the numerous wild pigeons 
flapping their wings and flying off, scared by her 
approach ; the noise of her feet was then distin¬ 
guished, as she crawled down by the help of the 
shrubs and twigs; and in another minute she 
leaped upon the platform, threw from her back a 
light quiver with her bow and arrows, and en¬ 
tered the cavern, jingling the perforated coins 
and money which w«re fastened to the ends of 
her long black locks. Zillah was rather disap¬ 
pointed in her appearance, for she was coarse 
and swarthy, heated and disordci’ed by her late 



268 


ZILLAH; 


exertions, and possessing little pretension to 
beauty beyond her wild-looking black eyes, 
which, however, by recalling her unhappy state, 
could hardly fail to excite the sympathy of the 
spectator. No sooner had she understood the 
purpose for which she was wanted, than she 
took Zillah into an inner recess, and obeyed her 
father’s injunctions with a strictness that proved 
her to be by no means deficient in cunning. 
Zillah was curious to know whether the talis¬ 
man, which had exercised such an inexplicable 
dominion over the old Egyptian at Rome, would 
charm this wild girl from-her purpose, and con¬ 
vert her into a friend and ally ; but Helen, un¬ 
clasping it without any visible emotion, exa¬ 
mined it, as if to ascertain that it was gold, 
poised it between her fingers to feel its w'cight, 
and then dropped it carelessly into a little bas¬ 
ket by her side. “ I said it was absurd, pre¬ 
posterous, to attribute any magical influence to 
this foolish bauble,” whispered Zillah to herself. 
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Once, indeed, she had said so, but latterly she had 
adopted a different opinion; and her judgment 
having thus two alternatives to depend upon, 
took credit to itself for that wiiich happened to 
be justified by the event: a sure mode of being 
right, which many people practise, without sus¬ 
pecting the self-delusion into which they so 
complacently fall. 

Although she had put several questions to 
her companion, both in Latin and in the best 
Greek she could muster, Helen gave no answer, 
but proceeded in her scrutiny, soon, however, 
atoning for her taciturnity, by singing, in a 
voice of surpassing sweetness, snatches of bal¬ 
lads allusive to the Sirens, the Cyclops, En- 
celadus, and other fabulous personages connect¬ 
ed with the island; or fragments from the Idylls 
of Theocritus, all warbled in so wild and de¬ 
lightful a strain, that Zillah almost forgot her 
fatigues and troubles in listening to her. The 
Sagan and his companions, in the mean time. 
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were undergoing so rigorous a search, that Ga¬ 
briel, had he still possessed his jewels, would 
have stood no chance of secreting them from 
such experienced and shrewd inquisitors as were 
now handling him. Just as this process was 
completed, and they had been effectually strip¬ 
ped of every valuable, Salvius re-appeared, 
counted over the money that had been taken 
from their persons, examined Zillah’s talismanic 
necklace, weighed it in his hand, and dropj)ed 
tlie whole booty into a leathern pouch, which he 
carried beneath his tunic. He then informed 
the Hebrews, that they must continue in their 
present place of confinement for a day or two, 
descended the precipice, hid the ladder among 
the bushes, as much, perhaps, to prevent any of 
his prisoners from escaping, as to secure his 
magazines, and disappeared. 

However painful might be the feelings and 
reflections of our Hebrews, at finding themselves 
committed to so strange a prison, with a total 
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uncertainty as to their future fate, they were 
by no means sorry when the lame mate placed 
before them some fruits and other refreshments, 
with a flask of excellent wine. Nor could they 
have been recreated in princely hall or lady’s 
bower, with more dulcet minstrelsy, than that 
which charmed their ears while they were dis¬ 
cussing their repast; for the crazy Greek girl, 
sitting upon the platform in front of the cavern, 
warbled portions of the Hymera;an Ode, tlie 
Syracusan Gossips, and the Bucolic Singers of 
Theocritus, sending the echoes of his strains over 
the same district which had first given them birth. 
At sunset she ceased her melody, when Zillah, 
oppressed with drowsiness from the vigils of the 
previous night, enquired for her resting-place. 
She was shown a niche, issuing from one of the 
grottoes, into which she gladly retreated; her 
father stretched himself close to the entrance of 
the recess; Gabriel and Simon found accommo¬ 
dation elsewhere; and though they had no better 
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beds than leaves and dried wild flowers, were sur¬ 
rounded by walls of lava, and were reposing 
over the subterranean fires of the most terrible 
volcano in the world, whose crater was at that 
moment smoking, none of the party had ever 
enjoyed more undisturbed slumbers, even when 
sleep had been courted “ with all appliances and 
means to boot.” 
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CHAPTER IX. 


When Zillah revisited the platform on the 
following morning, she found it nearly covered 
with a flock of goats belonging to the |>irates, 
the animals always collecting themselves at that 
hour to be milked by Helen; the mate was 
cleaning and sharpening arms; the man at the 
signal-post was taking a watchful survey round 
the island, and some of his companions were 
mending nets; for when no more profitable 
occupation offered, the pirates occasionally em¬ 
ployed themselves in fishing. From these ob¬ 
jects her attention was soon withdrawn, to con- 
tetnplate the magnificent view outspread before 
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her, on which the fatigue and anxiety of the 
previous evening had not allowed her to bestow 
more than a cursory notice. Nearly the whole 
island, with its numerous cities, its parched 
shores, the waves dashing and sparkling around 
them, and the deep blue ocean beyond, were to 
be seen at once; while the mate pointed out to 
her attention the celebrated plains of Enna, 
crowned with the Temples of Ceres and Proser¬ 
pine, and so profusely covered with odoriferous 
plants, that, as he declared, the dogs of chace 
lost the scent of the game in the pervading 
perfume of flowers and honey. From that 
point of the platform over which the cascade 
threw itself, she could discern the ruined Tem¬ 
ple of Vulcan, of which she had obtained a 
glimpse on the day before; and her compa¬ 
nion directed her attention to the summit of the 
mountain, where numerous labourers were seen 
collecting snow, not only for the supply of their 
own richer countrymen, but to export to the 
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luxurious inhabitants of Tyre, Sidon, and Malta. 
Unconscious how the time had lapsed away 
while she was gazing at this sublime prospect, 
Zillah was astonished to behold Helen upon the 
opposite crags of the mountain, climbing up 
some of the volcanic hills formed in the late 
eruption, rolling large stones into the craters 
which still remained open, and making ^he rocks 
echo with her wild laughter, as she listened to 
the fragments rumbling for a long time after¬ 
wards in the bowels of the earth. This, as it 
appeared, was one of her favourite pastimes; 
although this wild Diana had other amusements, 
since she seldom returned to the cave without 
some sort of game, pierced by her unerring 
arrows. The mate even informed Zillah in 
a whisper, and with a look of reverential re¬ 
gret, that she had lately shot one of the sacred 
birds of Jove, in the vicinity of the snowy re¬ 
gion ; expressing his devout hope that it would 
not be considered an act of impiety, as her 
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unhappy state rendered her unconscious of the 
sacrilege. 

Three days elapsed, during which they saw 
nothing of Salvius, the Bald Pirate, who had, 
however, been busily employed in the interval; 
for he had no sooner ascertained the value of 
the vessel he had made prize of, than he de¬ 
termined to embark on board it all his stores 
at the Goat’s Cave, seek a market for his cargt 
at the farther extremity of the Mediterranean, 
and abandon for the present his establishment 
upon Mount .^Etna, which he feared had begun 
to excite too much notice to be any longer safely 
tenable. Other motives, which will be deve¬ 
loped in the sequel, contributed to this reso¬ 
lution, in execution of which he landed the 
former crew, put his own freebooters on board, 
and brought the ship round to the eastern side 
of the island, for the more convenient shipment 
of his booty. On the fourth day, the pirates 
were all busily employed in lowering their accu- 
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mulated hoards, and transporting them through 
defiles and hidden ways to the coast, when Zil- 
lah, as she stood beside the streamlet that cross¬ 
ed the platform, observed successive puffs of 
dense black smoke shooting up to a considerable 
elevation in the midst of the white, which the 
crater of the mountain had never ceased to emit 
from the period of their arrival. Calling her 
companions to witness the phenomenon, they 
continued watching it, not without awe and 
dismay, until it gradually assumed the form of 
a lofty, black, and apparently solid column, 
from which, in a short time, perpetual flashes of 
forked lightning began to issue, followed after 
an interval by a tremendous and almost stunning 
explosion, which w'as l ebellowed, like a long roar 
ef tlmnder, from all the cavernous throats of 
•'Una, and produced such a concussion and 
shaking of the nmuntain, even to its very base, 
hat for some seconds they had great difficulty 
in standing still. By this earthquake, the re- 
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mains of the ancient Temple of Vulcan were 
hurled to the ground: the massive Doric co¬ 
lumns which had supported the pediment, roll¬ 
ing down the lofty slope upon which the build¬ 
ing stood, plunged over the precipice beneath, 
and, thundering from rock to rock, were shat¬ 
tered into fragments amid the deep echoing 
gorges below. 

Clinging to one another, the Hebrews stood 
for some moments transfixed and silent, gazing 
upon the mountain with looks of reverential 
terror, as if awaiting the catastrophe that was 
to follow this appalling convulsion of nature. 
Evfcn the pirates, though better used to such 
terrific visitations, ceased their labours, and 
cast their eyes anxiously around them, in the 
apparent apprehension that another such shock 
might shake them from the platform, or over¬ 
whelm them with uprooted rocks from above. 
Salvius, however, who had been occupied at 
the moment in making entries of the different 
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stores delivered from the caves, pursued his 
occupation with an imperturbable phlegm, only 
turning to his men to exclaim, “ What is the 
matter, that you stand thus idle ? The explo¬ 
sion is on the other side of the mountain; the 
wind is from the north ; nothing can be blown 
this way to injure us: pursue your labours, for 
we liave no time to lose.” 

After a short delay, the pirates obeyed his 
orders, all btit the mate, who, at the instant of 
the first alarm, had loudly and repeatedly 
blown his whistle to summon home his vagrant 
daughter, and with straining eyes was gazing in 
every direction in the hope of discovering her. 
He might not have succeeded, but tliat his 
quick ear soon caught her melodious voice, 
sending forth sweet echoes amid this fearful 
uproar of the elements; when, following the di¬ 
rection of the sound, he pointed her out, seated 
upon a projecting crag of lava just below them, 
and warbling a wild lullaby to the imaginary 
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giant imprisoned beneath the crater, whose ef¬ 
forts to escape she seemed to consider the sole 
cause of the explosion, and of the fearful quak¬ 
ing of the whole mountain. 

“ (riant huge, Knceladus! 

Do not roar and struggle thus ; 

Sink to slumber, while I try 
'I'o soothe thee with my lullaby. 

And the mountain’s cradle deep, 

Koeks and coiixes thee to sleep.— 

Bow, wow ! Hark ! hark! 

How Seylla and Cliarybdis bark ! 

“ Do not w’rithe thy limbs, nor strain 
'J'o heave tliy shoulders up again ; 

.Etna and its minor mountains. 

Rocks and forests, fires and fountains, 

Are above thee piled ; then cease 
Thy vain attempts, and sink to peace.— 

Bow, wow! Hark ! hark! 

How Seylla and Charybdis bark ! 

" They bay the moon, as if they strove 
'fo tear her from the skies above. 
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Peace ! or I will call the hounds 
To bait thee in thy prison bounds. 

Hush, then, liush ! and quiet lie, 

While I sing thy lullal)y.— 

Bow, wow! Hark ! hark ! 

How Seylla and (Jliarybdis bark !" 

“ El emanu ! God be with us!” ejaculated 
the Sagan, pressing his daughter in his arms; 
when, turning to Salvius, he continued; “ Pa¬ 
gan! mean you to make us pass through the 
fire as an offering to Moloch Are we to be 
tried in the furnace, like the young princes of 
Judah How long are we to remain on this 
burning rock, which, like the accursed cities, 
seems to be doomed to the flames, without any 
Zoar to which the righteous may fly for refuge:”’ 

“ I hope to be able to remove you to-mor¬ 
row,” replied the pirate, without raising his 
eyes from the roll on which he was writing. 

“ But we may be swallowed up in the night; 
the lava upon which we are to repose may again 
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be received into the fiery jaws from which it 
was originally vomited.” 

“ Not, I hope, until we have moved all our 
stores. There is no danger. I myself mean to 
})ass the night in the Goat’s Cave. Put up 
your prayers to Mercury or Vulcan, as I shall, 
and you may sleep with a safe conscience.” 

“ A curse upon the Mamzer’s false Gods !” 
ejaculated the Sagan in Hebrew; “ am I one to 
fall down before the calves of Dan and Bethel, 
when the fire is bursting and the trumpet of the 
Lord is shouting from this terrible mountain, as 
if from another Sinai.—I speak for my dear 
child,” he continued in Latin, “ rather than for 
myself. If you would allow me to accompany 
her to some place of security upon the coast, or 
on board your galley, we would await your fu¬ 
ture orders.” The pirate at length lifted up 
his eyes, stared at the Sagan, as if doubtful 
whether this proposition originated in simplicity 
or cunning; and then turning upon his heel, 



A TALE OP JERUSALEM. 28^ 

proceeded to give orders to his men about the 
removal of the stores. 

The noises of the mountain had now ceased, 
the lofty black column of smoke was partially 
dispersed, and whatever devastations might 
have been committed on the opposite side, the 
ravages within observation from the Goat’s 
Cave seemed to have been limited to the final 
destruction of the Temple of Vulcan. All the 
pirates having descended the precipice, to assist 
in the transport of the packages, the platform 
was abandoned to the Hebrews, who, after hav- 
ing gazed for some time longer upon the smok¬ 
ing crater, returned into the outer cavern, 
deeply affected by the terrifying phenomenon 
they had witnessed. “ Man’s foundation is in 
the dust,” said the Sagan, “ and he is crushed 
before the moth; but the seed of Abraham have 
no cause to fear this element of fire, however 
terrible it may be to the worshippers of Moloch. 
From a burning bush did the Deity himself 
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deliver our holy law; by a pillar of fire did 
he guide the Israelites tlirough the wilderness ; 
and in a chariot of the same element was the 
prophet Elijah rapt up into heaven. Let us 
beseech the God of our fathers, that the flames 
which are, perhaps, at this moment smouldering 
beneath us, may in like manner prove a blessing 
and a beacon to ourselves, although the cities of 
the idolaters may thereby be made as Admah, 
and set as Zeboim.” 

“ Amen, Selah !” cried Simon, whose tongue 
had been for some time locked up in amazement 
and awe. The Sagan pronounced an appropriate 
prayer, when rising from his knees, and turning to 
his daughter, he exclaimed, “We have no plea¬ 
sant harp or psaltery, my child, none of the six¬ 
stringed Shoshannim which you were wont to 
touch with so much skill; but your voice needs 
them not, and if the sweet Song of Barak and 
Deborah dwells in your memory, it would com¬ 
fort me to hear it. Or, methinks, I would ra- 
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ther you should chant your own version of the 
story of Hagar and Ishmael; for we, like them, 
are wanderers in the burning wilderness, and 
have not less need of providential succour. 
Sing then, my dear child, that in this hour of 
their solemn fear the rocks, instead of shud¬ 
dering at the bla,sphemies of yonder wild girl, 
W'ho insults the Deity, even in the time of his 
manifested wrath, with the preposterous fables 
of the benighted heathen, may be soothed 
by the voice of a daughter of Jeru.salem, re¬ 
calling the past mercies of the God who made 
them.” 

Zillah, who had occasionally employed her¬ 
self in versifying portions of the scriptures, 
immediately complied with her father’s request 
in a slow chant, whose rich and mellow echoes, 
in the momentary hush of Nature, floated over 
the precipices and caverns of jEtna, as if an 
angel of peace had sent forth its voice to allay 
the stormy elements. 
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“ Beersheba! thy wilderness, haggard aad bare. 

Lay red in the sunbeam’s meridian glow. 

No object to break the monotonous glare 
Of the fierce sky above, and the Desert below,—- 

When Hagar, bewilder’d, heart-stricken, and faint. 
With faltering footsteps thy solitudes paced. 

Appall’d by her Ishmael’s famishing plaint, 

No drop in her cruise, and no well in tlie waste.— 

Slie turn’d up to Heaven licr agonized eye 
In a silent appeal,—^but no succour was sent. 

While her child gave a feeble and death-struggling cry, 
And the heart of its mother with anguish was rent. 

‘ Dear victim!’ slie murmur’d, ‘ ill-fated, unblest! 

Those features convulsed, 1 can gaze on no more; 

On the scantling of turf by this shrub shalt thou rest. 
Till thou yieldestthy breath, and thy sorrows are o’er.’ 

At the lengtii of a bowshot she sunk on the sands. 
Relieved from the sound of her Ishmael’s moan ; 

But she saw him outstretch his petitioning hands, 

And liid, with a shudder, her face in her own; 

Aloud, unrestrain’d, she despairingly wept, 

Wien the Lord sent his soul-thrilling voice from the 
sky. 

On the wings of the awe-stricken desert it swept, 

‘ Be comforted, Hagar, thy son shall not die!’ 
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She gazes around her, unseal’d are her eyes, 

And lo ! at her feet is a fountain display’d. 

Her cruise is replenish’d, and wildly she flies 
To the spot where her perishing son had been laid. 

His features are wrapt in the paleness of death. 

He struggles no more, life is flitting apace,— 

But he quad’s from the chalice—she feels his warm 
breath. 

He has open’d his eyes—he has smiled in her face ! 

Her heart thrills within her—unable to speak, . 

She utters a scream of hysterical joy. 

With wild agitation, first kisses each cheek. 

Then falls on her knees by the s-ide of her boy. 

And stretching her tremulous hands to the skies. 

While tear-drops outgushing fall fiist on the sod. 
Her voice comes at length, and she gaspingly cries, 

‘ I thank thee ! I thank thee! I thank thee, () God !' 


“ It is well, my child,” said the Sagan, when 
she had concluded; “ thy words are as honey¬ 
comb, sweet to the soul; and I may truly say 
unto thee, as fioaz exclaimed to Ruth, ‘ Bless¬ 
ed be thou of the Lord, my daughter!’ ” 

As evening approached, the black column of 
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smoke again upreared itself in terrible majesty 
from the mouth of the crater, surrounded by 
rolling volumes of a paler hue; while the eagles, 
springing from their rocky eyries, flew scream¬ 
ing off, and the wild goats, foxes, and beasts of 
chase, were seen plunging and scudding down 
the sides of the mountain towards the lower 
grounds; sure prognostics, according to the 
mate, who had long been a dweller in this 
’ jlcanic region, that some new convulsion 
was to be apprehended. The Hebrews would 
gladly have effected their retreat before its 
occurrence, but Salvius made no other reply to 
the urgent instances of Gabriel, than to repeat 
tliat he should himself pass the night in the 
Goat’s Cave, from which he hoped to remove 
all his remaining stores on the following morn¬ 
ing, when his prisoners would be transferred on 
shipboard, and take their immediate departure 
from the island. After sunset the column of 
smoke, gradually reddening, at length assumed 
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a fiery glow, heaving itself higher and higher 
in the increasing darkness, its flames apparently 
struggling to reach the pale and ghastly crescent 
of the moon which hung above them. Occa¬ 
sionally the lightning leaped out of the mass and 
shot upwards, as If the angry mountain were 
hurling back at heaven its own thunderbolts; 
but there were no fresh explosions, no trembling 
of the earth, and the Hebrews, after having 
gazed upon this terrible spectacle until a lati-; 
hour, betook themselves to their customary 
prayers,, and retired to bed. 

For Zillah, however, there was but little 
repose; frightful dreams, occasioned by the 
terrible phenomena she had witnessed, disturbed 
her rest: sometimes, she was startled by flashes 
of ominous and glary light irradiating the 
whole interior of. the cavern, and towards the 
morning she was alarmed by a deep groaning 
and rumbling of the rock, as if it were in the 
throes of some new eruption. It passed away, 
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however, and she beard uotbing iiafther but the 
howling and whistling of the wind, which had 
arisen in the night, and was furiousljr battling 
amid the crags and caverns of the mountain. 
With the first rays of the sun she gladly sprang 
from her leafy bed; nor was the Sagan less 
willing than herself to go forth, and welcome 
the morning which was to witness their deliver¬ 
ance from this perilous situation. The scene 
presented to their view from the terrace, offered 
a singular contrast to the appearances of the 
previous day. The whole face of Nature was 
convulsed, distorted into a smile and a frown 
that might have puzzled the spectator to pro¬ 
nounce which was the most terrible. A furious 
wind from the north-east, bending the creaking 
trees till some of them split asunder, and churn¬ 
ing the ocean into foam, had not only chased 
away every cloud from the sky in that direction, 
but had imparted such a pellucid, glassy trans¬ 
parency to the atmosphere, that the coasts and 
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distant mountains of Italy stood as sharply out 
in the bright sunshine, as if they were imme¬ 
diately contiguous to Sicily. The same violent 
wind, after whirling round and round the co¬ 
lumn of smoke from the crater, and disclosing 
by their fiery hue the burning substances with 
which it was charged, plunged the murky mass 
down upon the southern part of the island; 
repeating this operation as fresh volumes of 
smoke were continually thrown up, until the 
pall thus spread over the whole land, on the 
sheltered side of the volcano, becoming too 
dense for the sun to penetrate, involved that 
portion of the scenery in a total eclipse, ren¬ 
dered still more conspicuous by the brightness 
of the opposite hemisphere. As the black 
canopy, which thus hung over the southern dis¬ 
trict, was occasionally streaked with red, the 
mate expressed his opinion that the inhabitants 
were probably visited with a shower of burning 
ashes or red hot stones; adding, that it was 
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lucky the Goat’s Cave was nearly emptied of its 
contents, since a change of wind might quickly 
subject themselves to the same calamity. 

All hands continued busily at work ; Salvius 
superintending their labours, and making entries 
of every package, with the same business-like 
precision, and phlegmatic indifference to the 
menacing appearances of nature, which he had 
previously exhibited. The stores and arms 
being at length all conveyed to the coast, he 
informed his Hebrew prisoners that they were 
to quit their rocky prison, and accompany him 
to the beach: an intimation which they prepared 
to- obey with the greater alacrity, as the moun¬ 
tain again began to bellow with distant explo¬ 
sions, though not producing any such formi¬ 
dable concussion as that by which they had 
been first startled. 

Their descent was necessarily effected with 
slowness and great caution, for the wind at 
times threatened to blow them over the pre- 
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cipices, along the edge of which they were 
obliged to win their way; while, in other 
parts, they encountered impediments from 
prostrate trees, overthrown by the shaking of 
the ground, or blown down by the tempest. 
At one point they stopped to contemplate a 
scene which harrowed their bosoms with com¬ 
passion, at the same time that it.inspired them 
with a profound and solemn fear. The dark 
shroud that enveloped the southern part of the 
island being partially blown away by a furious 
gust of wind, and the sunbeams plunging into 
the opening thus made, they were enabled to 
perceive that the inhabitants, as the mate antici¬ 
pated, had been visited with a terrible fall of 
cinders or stones, the former of which had, in 
some parts, completely blackened the ground. 
Men, horses, and cattle, either killed by this 
fearful shower, or sufiocated by sulphureous 
exhalations, were in various directions lying 
dead in the fields;—of the survivors, some were 
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rushing to the coast to seek refuge on board ship, 
speeding along in vehicles of all sorts, or spur- 
ing their terrified steeds across the plain;— 
peasants were furiously driving their herds and 
flocks in various directions;—others, having 
fastened a pillow or cushion to their head, to 
protect them from- the falling substances, were 
running wildly towards the temples of their 
Gods;—all was hurry, consternation, and wild 
dismay, presenting a combination of horrors so 
appalling, that our Hebrews felt their throb¬ 
bing hearts relieved, when another vast volume 
of smoke, descending slowly over the scene, like 
a .black curtain, shut out from their view the 
remainder of this frightful tragedy. 

Not without difficulty, and various alarms 
arising from the violence of the tempest, did 
they wind their way down the precipitous ra¬ 
vines and savage gorges of the mountain, until, 
as they skirted round the base of a projecting 
rock, and came upon a new view of the sea be- 
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neath them, they beheld an embayed vessel 
tossed by the storm, which she seemed utterly 
unable to resist, and driving rapidly towards 
the rocks. Her sails were furled, and she had 
a signal of distress flying, but no mariners 
would have ventured out to her assistance, even 
could their boat have been launched through 
the surges, though a number of pilots and 
sailors were collected on the shore to watch for 
the catastrophe, of which they all anticipated the 
approach. The pirate had not testified the 
smallest interest in the sufferings of the Sicili¬ 
ans, when the blazing entrails of the mountain 
had been falling around them, and had even 
desired the Hebrews to hasten forward, since 
lii| purposes would not brook delay; yet he 
felt so much sympathy with these beleaguered 
sailors, threatened with a calamity to which he 
himself might one day be exposed, that he sate 
down beneath an immense chesnut-tree, fixing 
his eyes upon their labouring vessel with a 
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manifest anxiety, as if considering whether 
any thing could be done to succour her. 
Had he been boarding her at midnight, in 
the hope of making her his prize, he would 
have massacred the whole crew without a single 
“ compunctious visiting of naturebut that 
she should become the prey of the sea, the 
common enemy of all navigators, filled him 
with a regret for the loss of the cargo, which 
bore the semblance of compassion for the sailors 
on board. “ Poor fellows!” he at length ejacu¬ 
lated, “ they must be lost;—her rudder is gone, 
and she has doubtless parted from all her an¬ 
chors.” Froni the commanding eminence on 
which they stood, and the singular lucidness of 
the atmosphere in this direction, the Sagan 
and his companions could perfectly distinguish 
every movement of the crew, who seemed to 
foresee the fate that awaited them ; some having 
climbed up into the rigging, while others 
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were embracing and supplicating the figure of 
the patron Deity enshrined upon the deck. 

“ Alas!” exclaimed Zillah, “ can nothing 
be done for this unfortunate vessel ? Will all 
be lost .i*” 

“ Part of the cargo may be washed ashore,” 
replied the pirate, “but it will become the 
prize of the fishermen and pilots,_with whom we 
never interfere.” 

“ But the sailors—the wretched crew? I 
spoke of them.” 

“ Unless they clear the rocks, upon which 
they will, however, probably be dashed in less 
than ten minutes, all must inevitably perish !” 
Notwithstanding the harrowing nature of this 
statement, the spectators continued gazing upon 
the labouring bark in a transfixed and mute 
agony of suspense. 

There is a species of fascination in all sights 
of horror which renders it impossible to avert 
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the eyes from a coming catastrophe, even 
although we know that its occurrence will 
lacerate the feelings, and wring the com¬ 
passionate heart to its very core. Such was 
the inexplicable influence that riveted the looks 
of the Hebrews upon the apparently doomed 
vessel, in expectation of its momentary de¬ 
struction, when the pirate, whose practised eye 
was keener and more piercing than theirs, ex¬ 
claimed—” I see a horse upon the deck, and 
lo ! a man mounts upon his back. Ha! he 
leaps into the foaming waves ! By Mercury ! 
it is gallantly done. Better to try this chance, 
forlorn as it is, than be dashed to pieces upon 
the rocks.” 

At the same moment, Zillah, who had re¬ 
cognized the figure, as well as the beautiful 
black Arabian horse, uttered a cry, and ejacu¬ 
lated, as she clasped her father by the arm, 
” Amazement! it is Esau! the mysterious 
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Esau, whom I so lately saw by moonlight in 
the garden at Rome !” 

“ Verily, Rab Malachi, it was even he, the 
stranger with the ruby ring! He will be saved! 
he will be saved !” cried Gabriel, snapping his 
fingers. “ Let us hurry down to the beach—he 
shall escape us no longer—I will beseech, com¬ 
mand, compel him to let me have one glance, at 
least one single peep, at the jewel of jewels!” 

“ He cannot be drowned,” observed Simon, 
if it be the miraculous ring of Solomon, whose 
tomb, as we all know, was broken open and 
])lundered by the sacrilegious——”—“ Booshoh 
he!” interposed the Sagan : “hold thy peace, 
Levitc I Think no|; of Solomon’s ring, but rather 
of his words, when he saith, ‘ A prudent man 
dealeth with knowledge; but a fool layeth open 
his folly.’ ” 

Every eye in the mean time was fixed upon 
the daring horseman. Zillah was almost breath- 
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less with terrible anxiety, nor could she sup¬ 
press an occasional shudder when he became in¬ 
visible for several moments, and she imagined 
him to be whelmed beneath the high-rolling 
billows. Anon, he emerged from amid the 
foam of the battling waters, and was seen aiding 
and encouraging the noble animal he bestrode, 
which, however, so far from exhibiting any 
signs of distress, seemed itself to be trium¬ 
phantly riding upon the waves, as if they were 
its native element. Thus alternately lost and 
seen, now plunging into the watery valley, and 
again conspicuous amid the foam, upon the 
summit of some lofty surge, the horse and his 
rider gradually won their fearful way towards 
the shore, until the overhanging projection upon 
which the Hebrews stood no longer allowed 
them to behold their struggles. 

“ He is safe now,” said the pirate ; “ in ano¬ 
ther minute he will be in shallow water, and 
upon a sandy bottom. While you have been 
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gazing at this daring horseman, I have been 
watching the vessel. She had not lost her an¬ 
chors, as I suspected, but had been dragging 
them, and I see by her rolling that they have 
now brought her up, and she rides for the pre¬ 
sent in safety. It was high time, for in a few 
minutes more the rocks would have shattered 
her to pieces, and the bay would'have been co¬ 
vered with her timbers.” 

“ Then no lives will be lost!” exclaimed Zil- 
lah, with sparkling eyes. 

“ No, lady ; nor will there be any booty for 
the fishermen and pilots, whom you sec gaping 
out for it down below.” 

“ Hallelujah !” ejaculated Zillah, clasping 
her hands together; “ the Lord’s name be 
praised!” 

“ We must continue our descent,” said Sal- 
vius, who no longer felt any interest in the 
scene, now that the vessel was apparently res¬ 
cued from the doom that threatened her; and 
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Zillah was not sorry to comply with his wishes, 
in the hope that, as they approached the shore, 
they might encounter Esau, the marvel of 
whose appearance at such an unexpected mo¬ 
ment, and in so terrifying a manner, absorbed 
all her thoughts, notwithstanding the horrors 
she had lately witnessed, and the natural prodi¬ 
gies by which she was still encompassed. “ Who 
shall explain to us, my dear father,” she ex¬ 
claimed to the Sagan, “ the motives and the 
movements of this mysterious strangerWhy 
does he thus haunt our footsteps ? How could 
he discover our secrql course, captured as we 
were in the night-time, and since confined upon 
this inaccessible rock; and why, although he 
thus tracks us through fire and water, at the 
peril of his life, as he promised when he first 
serenaded me in Palestine, does he never court 
any closer intitnacy, or even avow his purposes, 
friendly as they unquestionably seem to be ?’’ 

“ Away with such amity, ray child; for there 
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is little good in the heart where there is so 
much mystery in the actions. I am no ex¬ 
pounder of these riddles, tjjesc ambushes, these 
ambiguous serenades ; but the proverb tells me, 
that an open rebuke is better than secret love ; 
and I have little faith in the good intentions of 
one who prowls around us like a young lion 
lurking in secret places for his prey. Let the 
seers and the monthly prognosticators expound 
cnignias, but for myself, I suspect the man who 
speaks as Johanan did to Gedaliah in Mizpah, 
even though his warnings be the words of 
truth.” 

“ Such have his been to me,” whispered Zil- 
lah to herself; “ nor can I believe them to have 
sprung from any other than a friendly source. 
And yet I am little entitled to his good offices; 
he has confessed himself to be a man of ven¬ 
geance and blood ; he has darkly alluded to a 
sacrificed mistress and a murdered rival. How 
am I to interpret so contradictory a character. 
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and such inexplicable conduct ? Gladly would 
I have speech of him, that if he follows me to 
announce fresh perils and persecution, I might 
prepare myself the better to endure them.” 

Most gladly, too, would Gabriel have caught 
a glimpse of him, for he was actually upon the 
tenterhooks of expectation in the hope of ob¬ 
taining a sight of the ring. For this purpose, 
he peered sharply around him as tliey wound 
down the base of the mountain, and approached 
the spot where he must have swam ashore, 
when, not seeing the smallest trace of the object 
he was seeking, he demanded permission of 
Salyius to quit the escort for a short time, that 
he might enquire of the fishermen upon the 
beach what had become of the strange sea- 
horseman. The pirate stared at him for a mo¬ 
ment, and then, with a stern look, pointed the 
way forward, at the same time making signals 
to his men, who closed around the Hebrews, and 
presently turning away from the shore, led them 
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into a wild and unfrequented spot, not far from 
the creek where they had first landed, and at the 
head of which they now saw the galley moored 
to the shore. “ Surely, you are not going to 
embark us, and put forth to sea in the face of 
this frightful tempest!” exclaimed the Sagan. 

Grave and phlegmatic as he usually was, the 
pirate could not forbear a derisive smile, as he 
replied, “ To sea with such a wind as this! we 
are daring, but neither desperate nor mad!” 
And he again marched forward in silence, to 
the no small annoyance of the wearied Sagan, 
whose tender feet little qualified him for such 
arduous toils, until they reached a solid, barn¬ 
like building, in a lone deep glen, where the 
prisoners were informed that they were to pass 
the night, and remain until the weather allowed 
them to sail from the island. The structure 
was used as a storehouse for such heavier goods 
as could not be conveniently transported to the 
Goat’s Cave, and offered hardly a single accom- 
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modation as a place of lodging. The friendly 
mate, however, whose kind services and atten¬ 
tions they had already experienced, exerted 
himself to prepare a little room for Zillah’s 
reception; and from him she first learned that the 
ship in which they sailed from the Tiber, hav¬ 
ing been brought round to the eastern side of 
the island, was to convey them away from Sicily, 
as soon as the wind changed; though Salvius had 
not revealed to any one for what port, or even 
for what country, they were to sail. “ I myself,” 
added the mate, “ have requested to be left be¬ 
hind. Since my poor Helen has lost her wits, 
she considers the mountain as her father rather 
than myself; she loves its rocks and forests, 
its crags and gorges, and even its smoking cra¬ 
ters, better than she does me, or any thing else 
in the world; and somehow or other my affec¬ 
tion for her seems to have increased as hers for 
me has diminished. It would break her heart 
to take her away, it would break, mine to leave 
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lier,* so here we shall live and die together. 
Salvius has given me the flock of goats, some 
of which I shall sell, and buy a little hovel and 
garden lower down the mountain; for this 
climbing up and down does not suit a lame 
man 1* so that with my garden, my goats, and 
my Helen, I hope to pass the rest of my djsix^ 
in peace. Jupiter knows. th»‘ -rj Tritherto 
has been warlike and stormy enough!” 
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